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1THOUT ales His e 
the Author may have improved his 
Ot: in the eleven years, that the follow- ? | 
ing poems have been in the hands of the public. 
Errors in diction might have been committed 
at twenty-four, which the experience of a 
riper age may remove; and ſome exube - 
rances in imagery may be reſtrained, with 
advantage, by a degree of f ji judgment acquired t 
in the progreſs of time. " Impreſſed with this a 
opinion, he ran over the whole with attention 
and accuracy; and, he hopes, ! he has brought 
the work to a ſtate of correQneſs, which will 
e r all future bto fe weftd. 


Tus eines with which theſe Poem 2 
have been received abroad, are a recompence 
for the coldneſs with which a few have affected 
to treat them at home. All the polite nations of 
Europe have transferred them into W re- 


vi PREFACE . 


ſpective languages; and they ſpeak of him, 
who brought them to light, in terms that 
might flatter the vanity of one fond of fame. 
In aconvenient indifference for a literary repu- 
tation, the Author hears praiſe without being 
elevated, and ribaldry, without being depreſſed. 
He has frequently ſeen the firſt beſtowed too 
precipitately; and the latter is ſo faithleſs to its 
purpoſe, that it is often the only index to 
merit in the preſent age. 


Tuovon the taſte, which defines genius, 
| by the points of the compaſs, is a ſubject fit 
for mirth in itſelf, it is often a ſerious matter 
in the ſale of a work. When rivers define 
the limits of abilities, as well as the bounda- 
ries of countries, a Writer may meaſure his 
ſucceſs, by the latitude under which he was 
born. It was to avoid a part of this i incon- 
venience, that the Author is ſaid, by ſome, 
who ſpeak without any authority, to have 
aſcribed his own productions to another name. 
If this was the caſe, he was but young in the 
art of Os” When he placed the poet in 
| | antiquity, 


antiquity, the Tranſlator; ſhould. have been 
born on this ſide of the Tweed. ü Der. 
r LD; OSS TITESTTONbacr it? 
- Tazss obſervations regard only the frivo - 
lous in matters of literature; theſe, however, 
form a majority in every age and nation. In 
this country, men of genuine taſte abound; 
but their ſtill voice is drowned. in the clay 
mours of a multitude, who judge by bia 
of poetry, as of dreſs. The truth is, to judge 
aright requires almoſt as much genius as to 
write well; and good critics are as rare as 
great poets. Though two hundred thouſand 
Romans ſtood up, when Virgil came into the 
Theatre, Vatius only could correct the Ancid. 
He that obtains fame muſt receive it through 
mere faſhion; and gratify his vanity with the 
applauſe of men, of whoſe judgment he can- 
not arten - 


—— 


175 Tus following Ss: 7 it wine beconfelſad, 
are more calculated to pleaſe pexſons of exqui- 
ſite, feelings of heart, than thoſe who receive 

all their impreſſions by the ear. — | 
of cadence, in what is called a proſe verſion, tho 
. A 4 | 35 * 


. 
. 
« ak v 


_ FR E F'A'C'E/ 
not deſtitute of harmony, will not to commotu 
readers ſupply the abſence of the frequent re- 
turns of rhime. This was the opinion of the 
Writer himſelf, tho he yielded to the judgment 
of others, i in a mode, which preſented freedom 
and dignity of expreſſion, inſtead of fetters, 
which cramp the thought, whilſt the harmony 
of language i is preſerved. His intention was ta 
publiſh i in verſe. The making of poetry, like 
any other handicraft, may be learned by in- | 
duſtry; and he had ſerved his apprenticeſhip, 
though i in ſecret, to the muſes, | 


Ir is, however, doubtful, whether the 
harmony which theſe poems might derive | 
from rhime, even in much better hands than 
thoſe of the tranſlator, could atone for the 

3 ſimplicity and energy, which they would loſe. 
The determination of this point ſhall be left 
to the readers of this preface. The following 8 
is the beginning of a poem, tranſlated from, 
the Norſe to the Gatlic language ; and, from 
the latter, transferred into Engliſh. The verſe 
took little more time to the writer than the 
proſe; and even he himſelf is doubtful, (if be 

„ has. 


REHA is 
eee 1 of chem is the: 
1 literal verſion. 
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PRAGMEd Nor: 4 NORTHERN 


"Warns Harold, with Slide hair, 1 woo 
o der Lochlin * his high commands; where, 
with juſtice, he ruled the tribes, who funk, 
ſubdued, beneath his ſword; abrupt riſes Gor- 
mal I in ſnow ! The tempeſts roll dark on his 
ſides, but calm, above, his vaſt forehead ap- 
Pears, White-iſſuing from the kirt of his 
ſtorms, Sy the troubled. torrents pour down his 
| fides. Joining, as they roar along, they bear 


che Torno, in OY to the main. ME. a 
Here 11 44 4 9 +, $4 Tank 


#71! vie I 4 2 18881 


Ger on the bank and far from men, halfs 
covered by. ancient Pines, from the wind, 4 
lonely pile exalts its head, long-ſhaken by the 
ſtorms © of the north, To this fled Sigurd, 
fierce in fight, from Harold the leader of 
armies, hen fate had brightened his. ſpear, 


be Gailic name of Scandinavia, or 'Scapdinia. 25028 


*+ mann. ans 


* PREFACE 
with renown: When he conquered in that 
rude field, where Lulan's warriors fell in 
blood, or roſe, in terror, on the waves of the 
main. Darkly ſat the grey-haired chief; yet 
ſorrow dwelt not in his foul. But when the 
Warrior thought on the paſt, his proud heart 
heaved again his ſide: Forth-flew his ſword 
from its place, he wounded Harold in all the 
winds. © | 85 


One daughter, and only one, but bright 
in form and mild of ſoul, the laſt beam of the 
ſetting line, remained to Sigurd of all his 
race. His ſon, in Lulan's battle ſlain, beheld 
not his father's flight from his foes. Nor 
finiſhed ſeemed the ancient line! The ſplendid 
beauty of bright-eyed Fithon, covered till 
the fallen king with renown. Her arm was 
white like Gormal's ſnow; her boſom whiter 
than the foam of the” main, when roll the 
waves beneath the wrath of the winds. Like 
two ſtars were her radiant eyes, like two ſtars 
rhat riſe on the deep, when dark tumult em- 
broils the night. Pleaſant are their beams 
aloft, as ſtately they aſcend the ſkies. 

pt Non 


PREFACE. xi 


Non Odin forgot, in aught, the maid. 
Her form ſcarce equalled her, lofty mind. 


Awe moved around her ſtately ſteps, f Heroes 


loved but ſhrunk away in their fears. Yet 
midſt the pride of all her charms, her heart 
was ſoft, and her ſoul was kind. She ſaw the 
mournful with tearful eyes. Tranſient dark- 
neſs aroſe in her breaſt. Her joy was in the 
chace. Each morning, when doubtful light 
wandered dimly on Lulan's waves, ſhe rouzed 


the reſounding woods, to Gormal's head of 


ſnow. Nor moved the maid alone, Ke. 


4 
2 


* 
: Hs WH 1 


The ſame aff, 1 5 


Wurz fair-hair'd Harold, o'er Scandinia reign'd | 
And held, with juſtice, what his valour gain'd;. . . 
Sevo, in ſnow, his rugged forehead rears | 
And, o'er the warfare of his ſtorms, appears 51 37 
Abrupt and vaſt. —White-wandering down his ſide 
A thouſand torrents, -gleaming as they glidl , 
Unite below ; and pouring through the plain 
Hurry the troubled Torno to the main, | 


, 4136 Cf + l =. Yi 9, 


Grey, on 1 8 remote 8 human kind, | 
By aged pines, half ſhelter'd from the wind. 

5 homely manſion roſe, of W | 
For ages batter'd by the polar ſtorm f 
To this fierce Sigurd fled, from Norway be . 
When fortune ſettled, on the warrior's ſword, .. _ Wy 


A 
c 


„ — P{REAFIATQHE 


An chat ude feld, where: Sucgin's:chiefs were. flaing © 
Or forced to wander o'er the Bathnic main. 
"Dark was his iſe, yet undiſturb'd with woes, 
But when'the wnenidty of defeat aroſe wt 


His proud-heartfirncl-his fide 3 DN At. 
baten e in the yacant air. en oth 8045 
dar daughter only, but of ſorm divine, 
Tho laſt fair beam of the departing ling, 
"Romain of Sigurd's s race. His warlike ſon 
' Fell in the ſhock, which overturn'd the throne. 
Nor deſolate the houſe! Fionia's charms 
; "Suſtain'd the glory, which they loſt in arms. 
' White was her arm, as Sevo's lofty ſnow, 
Her boſom fairer, than the waves below, 
When heaving to the winds, Her radiant eyes 
Like two bright ſtars, exulting as they riſe, 
Oer the dark tumult of a ſtormy night * 
BY And Raue opts ranges * majeſtic light, | | 


915 iH 


3 In ada Odin to the maid nid 
ay Her form ſcarce equals her exalted mind, | „ 
Ade leads her facred fieps where'er they move,  * 
And mankind worſhip, where they dare not love. 
But, mix d with ſoftneſs, was the virgin's pride, 
Her heart had feelings, which her eyes deny d. = 
| Her bright tears ſtarted at another's woes, 7 | 
' While tranſient darkneſs on her ſou] aroſe. — 


Tus chace ſhe lov'd; when mort, with doubtful beanr 
Came dimly-wandering o'er the Bothnic ſtream, 
On Sevo's ſounding ſides, ſhe bent the bow, 
And rouz'd his foreſts to his head of ſnow. 

Nor mov d the maid alone; . 


917 
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P N E F A CE. Xii 
Oxx of the chief improvements, on this 
edition, is the care taken, in arranging che 
poems in the order of time; ſo as to form a 
kind of regular hiſtory of the age to which 
they relate. The writer has now reſigned 
them for ever to their fate. That they have 
been well received by the public, appears from 
an extenſive ſale; that they ſhall, continue to 
be well received, he may venture to prophecy 
without the gift of that inſpiration, to which 
poets lay claim. Through the m edium of ver- 
ſion upon verſion, they retain, in foreign lan- 
guages, their native character of ſimplicity 
and energy. Genuine poetry, like gold, loſes 
little, when properly transfuſed; but when a 
compoſition cannot bear the teſt of a literal 
verſion, it is 2 counterfeit. which ought. not 
to paſs current. The operation- muſt, how- 
ever, be performed with {kilful hands. A 


tranſlator, who e cannot equal his original, is 
jncapable of expreſſing its beauties, - 
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AR GUM E N f. 


FinGaL, when very young, making a voyage to the Orkney 
iſlands, was driven, by ſtreſs of weather, into a bay of Scan- 
dinavia, . near the reſidence of Starno, king of Lochlin. 
Starno invites Fingal to a feaſt, Fipgal, doubting the faith 
of the king, and mindful of a former breach of hoſpitality, 
_ refuſes to go.—Starno gathers together his tribes : Fingal 
reſolves to defend himſelf. —Night coming on, Duth-maruno 
Propoſes to Fingal, to obſerve the motions of the enemy.— 
The king himſelf undettakes the watch. Advancing to- 
wards the enemy, he, accidentally, comes to the cave of 
Turthor, where Starno had confined Conban-carglas, the 
captive daughter of a neighbouring chief.—Her ſtory i is im- 
perfect, a part of che briginal being loſt,—Fingal comes to 
a place of worſhip, where Starno and his ſon, Swaran, con 
ſalted the ſpirit of Loda, concerning the iſſue of the war, — 
| The rencounter of Fingal and Swaran,—Duan firſt concludes 
with a deſcription of the airy hall of Cruth- loda ſuppoſed 10 
de the Odin of Scandinavia. = En ng 
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S A A 0 "BD: 
DUAN®* FIRST, 


Tax of the times of old! 

_ Way, thou wanderer unſeen !. Thou 
bender of the thifile of Lora; why, thou breeze 
of the valley, haſt thou left mine ear? I hear 
| | | | ng 


*The bards diſtingaiſhed thoſe compoſitions, in which the 
narration is often interrupted, by. epiſodes and apoſtrophes, 
by the name of Duan, Since the extinction of the order of 
the bards, it has been a general name for all ancient compo- 
fitions in verſe. The abrupt manner in which the ſtory of 
this poem begins, may render it obſcure to ſome readers; 
it may not therefore be improper, to give here the traditional 
preface, which is generally prefixed to it. Two years after he 
took to wife Ros-crana, the daughter of Cormac, king of Ire- 
land, Fingal undertook an expedition into Orkney, to viſit 
his friend Cathalla, king of Iniſtore. After ſtaying a few 
days at Caric-thura, the reſidence of Cathulla, the king ſet 
ſail; to return to Scotland; but, a violent ſtorm ariſing,” his 
ſhips were driven into a bay of Scandinavia, near Gormal, 
the ſeat of Starno, king of Lochlin, his avowed enemy. Star- 
no, upon the appearance of ſtrangers on his coaſt, ſummoned 
together the neighbouring tribes; and advanced, in a hoſtile 
manner, towards the bay of U-thorno, where Fingal had 
taken ſhelter, * diſcovering who the ſtrangers were, and 

| B 2 


4 C A TH» L O D A: 
no diſtant roar of fireams !' 'No ſound of the 
, from the rock! Come, thou huntreſs 6f 
Tube, Malvina, call back his ſoul'to the  barth 
FT look forward to Lochlin of lakes, to the 
dark, billy] bay of U-thorno, where Fingal 
deſcends from Ocean; from the roar of winds. 
Few are the heroes of Morven, in a land un- 

known ! nf 

STARNO ſent à dwelter of Loda, to bid Fin- 
gal to the feaft ; but the Kiki remembered the 
paſt, and all bis rage arofe. 1 Nor Gormal's 


#41 43,4 


Deaths wander, like ee his fiery ſoul! 
Do 1 forget that beam of light, the white- 
handed daughter * of kings ? Go, ſon of Eoda ; 
his words arc wind to Fingal : wind, that, to 
and ws dries hone thifile, 1 autumn's duſky 


ben Med N n ag vale. | 
” , - WAY 


— £ 2 7 
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Sui * ef ar Fingal, which _ bad, more hk once, 
experienced before, he reſolved to accompliſh by. treachery 
What he was afraid he ſhould fail in by open force, He in- 
vited, therefore, Fingal to a ſeaſt,”at which, he intended to 
Allaſſinate him. Tbe king prudeatly declined to go, and 
Starno betobk himſelf to arms. Tue sequel of Nn. may 
4 be learned from t the poem ee? 42-000 + >: 

> *, Agandecea, the Snakes of e e thi Eher 
killed, on account of her diſcovering to Fingal, 2 plor laid 
_ againſt. his life. eee vx 
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yale, . . r death! 3 
glas, of iron ſhields! Struthmor, dweller of 
battle's wing! Cormar, whoſe ſhips bound on 
ſeas, careleſs as the courſe.of a metegr,, on dark- 
rolling clouds! Ariſe, around me, aner Pa 
heroes, in a land unknown.!. Let each look look os 
His ſhield, like Trenmor, the ruler ! of w 
«© Come down, thus Trenmor ſaid; thou "i 
ler between the harps. Thou ſhalt roll this 
ſtream away, or waſte with me in earth. e 
AzouxD the king they riſe in wrath. | No 
| 7 come forth: they ſeize their ſpears. Each 
ſoul is rolled into itſelf, At length the ſudden 
clang is waked, on all their echoing. ſhields. 
Each takes his hill, by night; at interyals, they 
darkly ftand. Unequal burſts the hum of orgy 
WR the roaring wind |. e 


N Duth- maruno is a name very Eiinous f in tradith tion. ay 
of his great actions are handed down, but the poems, which 
contained the detail of them, are long finge loſt. He lived. 

it is ſuppoſed, in that part of the north af Scotland, which is 
over againſt Orkney. Puth- maruno, Cromma- glas, So 
mor, and Cormar, are mentioned, 45, atrending Comba 
his laſt battle againſt the tribe of Mortis in A peew., which, is 
Aläll préſerved. It is ngt the work of Oſßan ; the phraſeolc 


betrays it to be a modern compoſition. I id ſamething h 
- thoſe trivial compoſitions, which the Irim bards forged, — 2 


the name of O „in the fifteenth and lixteenth centuries. 
2 ; Duth-maruno ſignif 44. lack and Heady; ; "Cronima-glas; bend- 
tg and . Sirathmor, yy Rep: ee Nos ar 


e it 
5 8 | Waere 


6 c AT H- LO D A: 


Bop over them roſe the moon 18 7 


In his arms, came tall Duth-maruno; be 


from Croma of rocks, ſtern hunter of the boar 
In his dark boat he roſe on waves, when Crum- 
thormo “ awaked its woods. In the chace he 
ſhone, among foes: No a was thine, Duth- 
maruno . 

„ Sow of daring Combal, ſhall my - Hei be 
forward through night? From this ſhield thall I 
view them, over their gleaming tribes? Starno 
king of lakes, is before me, and Swaran, the 
'foe of ſtrangers. 
by Loda's ſtone of power. — Should Duth- 
maruno not return, his ſpouſe is lonely, at 
home, where meet two roaring ſtreams, on 
Crathmo-craulo's plain. Around are hills, with 


echoing woods, the ocean is rolling near. My 


ſon looks on ſcreaming ſea-fowl, a young wan- 
derer on the field. Giye the head of a boar to 
1 4 tell 11 of his father's j joy, when the 

ze briſtly 


= 88 one of the Orkney or Shetland iſlands, 
The name is not of Galic original. It was ſubje& to its un 
petty king, who is mentioned in one of Oſſian's poems. 
-Þ Cean-daona, head of the people, the ſon of Duth-marung. 
He became afterwards famous, in the: expeditions of Offian, 
after the death of Fingal. The traditional tales. concerning 
him are very numerous, and, from the epithet, in them, be- 
ſtowed on him (Candona of boars) it would appear, that he 
applied: himſelf to that kind of hunting, which his father, in 
this 
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Their words are not in vain, 
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"brigty firength of Lthorno rolled on his lifted 
ſpear. Tell him of ape. in war! Tell 


where his father fell?! 24561 16 5c: 011 
this: paragraph, is ſo e eee 
have mentioned the traditional tales of the Highlands, it may 
not be improper here, to give ſome account of them. Aſter 
the expulſion of the bards, from the houſes of the chiefs, 
they, being an indolent race of men, owed all their ſubſiſtence 
to the generoſity of the vulgar, whom they diverted with re- 
peating the compoſitions of their predeceſſors, and running 
up the genealogies of their entertainers to the family of their 
chiefs. As this ſubject was, however, ſoon exhauſted, they 
were obliged to have recourſe to invention, and form ſtories 
having no foundation in fact which were ſwallowed, with great 
eredulity, by an ignorant multitude. By frequent repeatingy 
the fable grew upon their hands, and, as each threw in what- 
. ever circumſtance he thought conducive to raiſe the admira- 
tion of his hearers, the ſtory became, at laſt, ſo devoid of all 
probability, that even the vulgar themſelves, did not believe 
it. They, however, liked the tales ſo well, that the 
found their advantage in turning proſeſſed tale makers. 
They then launched out into the wildeſt regions of fi ion 
and romance. I firmly believe, there are more ſtories of 
Ziants, enchanted caſtles, dwarfs, and palfreys, i in the High- 
lands, than in any country in Europe. Theſe tales, it is 
8 certain, like other romantie compoſitions, have many things 
in them unnatural, and, conſequently, diſguftful to true taſte, 
but, I know not how it happens, they command attention 
more than any other i&tions Lever met v with. The extreme 
| ſength of theſe pieces is very ſurpriüng, ſome of them re- 
quiring many days ts. repeat them, but fuch hold they take 
of the memory, that few circumſtances are ever omitted b y thoſe 
who, have received them only from oral tradition : ” WI. 20 Rill 
: more amazing, the very language of the bards is ift preſerved. 
Je-18 cüriohs to fee, that the deſcriptions | of! ecken er . in 
Froduced 1 in theſe 175 is even ſuperior 46 PP, pompous 
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t J have bounded over the ſeas. 'Theirs were the 


her white arms: 


„ ere, as CY Fekerſte i, with the. hx 


We | CATH-LOD A: 


Nor forgetful of my fathers," aid Fingel, 


times of danger, in the days of old. Nor 
ſettles darkneſs on me, 'before- foes, tho youthfut | 
in my locks. Chief of Crathmo-eraulo, the 


field of night is mine.” 


FINAL rufhed, in all his arms, doh; 4 
ing over Turthor's fiream, that ſent its ſullen 
roar, by night, thraugh Gormal's miſty vale. 


; A moon- beam glittered on a rock; in the 


midſt, ſtood a ſtately form ; a form with float- 

ing locks, like Lochlin's white-boſomed maids. 

Unequal are her ſteps, and ſhort. She throws 
2. broken ſong on wind. At times ſhe toſſes 
for grief is dwellin 8 in her 

ſoul. e | 1255 

* ToxcuL:Ton%o®, of aged locks * fh me faid, 

* where now are wok ſteps, by Lulan? Thou 

n d . e's NES haft 

*  ToxcyL-torno, according to tradition, waz king of Crath- 


Jun. 2 diſtriet in Sweden. Tbe river Lylan ran near the reſi- 
dence of Torcultorpo, There is a tiver in Sweden, {till called 


Lala, which is probably the ſame with Lulan, The war be- 


tween Starng and Toreul- torno, which cerminated in the 
death of the latter, had its riſe at a hunting party. Starno 
being invited, i in a friendly manner, by Torcul-torno, both 
kings, with theix followers, went to the moyntains of Stiva- 
more, to bunt, A boar ruſhed from, the wood before the 
kings, and Torcul-torno killed it. it. Starng thought this be- | 
haviour a breach upon the privilege of gueſts, who were al- 


» 
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haſt failed, at thine own, dark ſtreams, father 5 
of Conbap-cirgla | But I behold thee, chief of 
Lulan, fporting by Loda's hall, when the dark+ 
ſometimes, hideſt the moon, with thy ſhield, 
] have ſeen her dim, in heaven. Thou kindleſt 
night. Why am I forgot, in my cave, king of 
ſhaggy. boars? Look, from the hall. of . 
on thy lonely _— wt ed 
. * Was, art thou,” ſaid Fingal, * voice « | 
gight?” . 
Suk, unde coal away. 
5 MWno art thou, in thy 14570 2 
SMR. ſbrupk z the , | {-; +7 
Tk king looſed the thong from her hands, 
Ne aſked about her fathers. 


cbace. A quarrel aroſe, the Kinki came to battle, with all 
tbeir attendants, and the party of Torcul-torno were, totally 
defeated, and he himſelf lain,” Starno purſued, his victory. 
laid waſte the diftri& of Crathlun, and, coming td the reſi- 
di'enee of Torcul torno, carried off, by force, Conban-carglas, | 
the beguiiful dayghtey of his enemy... Her he confrigd in a 
cave,- near the palace of Gormal, where, on Arm of her 
cruel treatment, ſhe became diſtracted. | 
The paragraph, juſt now beſore. ua, is the lang ese 
carglas, at the time ſhe was diſcovered by Fingal. It is in 
Eyric meaſure, add ſet to muſic, which is wild and ſimple, and 
ſo inimitably ſuited to the ane 3 * | 
1 * W it without de... * 
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% ToReVL-TORNO,” the ſald, 6 once dwelt 


at Lulan's foamy ſtream: he dwelt—but, now, 
in Loda's hall, he ſhakes the founding ſhell: He 


met Starno of Lochlin, in war; long fought the 


dark- eyed kings. My father fell, in his blood; 
blue - nielded Torcul-torno! By aà rock, at 
Lulan's ſtream, I had pierced the bounding roe. 
My white hand gathered my hair, from off the 
ruſhing winds. I heard a noiſe. Mine eyes 
were up. My ſoſt breaſt roſe on high. My 
ſtep was forward, at Lulan, to meet thee, Tor- 
cul-torns ! It was Starno, dreadful king! His 
red eyes rolled on me in love. Dark waved his. 
ſhaggy brow,” above his gathered ſmile. Where 
is my father; 1 ſaid, he that was mighty in war? 
Thou art left alone among foes, O daughter. of 
Torcul-torno! He took my hand. He raiſed 
the fail. In this cave he placed me dark. At 
times, he comes, a gathered miſt. He lifts; 'be- 
fore me, my father's ſhield. But often paſſes 4 
beam * of youth, far-diftant from my cave. The 
ſon of Starno moves, in my ſight. He dwells- 
lonely in my ſoul.” 


12 Mal of Lian,” Laid” Fingal, <6 white: 


15 By the hw of. -pouth, i it af appears, that Conban- 
carglay means Swaran, the ſon of Starno, with whom, during 
ber configement, , a1. had fallen in love, . 235 
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DU AN FIRST. 11 
banded daughter of grief! a cloud, marked with 
ſtreaks of fire, is rolled along thy ſoul. Look 
not to that dark-robed moon; look not to thoſe 
meteors of heaven. My gleaming ſteel is around 
thee, the terror of thy foes! It is not the ſteel 
of the feeble, nor of the dark in foul | The 
maids are not ſhut in our * caves of ſtreams. They 
toſs not their white arms alone. They bend, 
fair within their locks, above the harps of Selma. 
Their voice is not in the deſart wild. We melt 
along the pleaſing ſound !” | "7 
n ® e . * 
- | wt . n 2 
FINGATL, again, advanced his ſteps, wide 
thro* the boſom of night, to where the trees of 
Loda ſhook amid ſqually winds. Three. tones, 
with heads of moſs, are there; a ſtream, with 
foaming courſe : and dreadful, rolled around 
them, is the dark-red cloud of Loda. High 
trom its top looked forward a ghoſt, half- formed : 
of the ſhadowy ſmoak. He poured his voice, at 
times, amidſt the roaring ſtream. Near, bends 


* From this contraſt, which Fingal draws, between his 
pwn nation, ang the inhabitants of Scandinavia, we may learn, 
that the former were much leſs barbarous than the latter, 
This diſtinction is ſo much obſerved throughout the poems of 
Olſian, that there can be no doubt, that he followed the real 
manners of both nations in his own time. At the cloſe of the. 
ny of F ingal, there is 2 great part of the ii lo loft. 5 
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ing: beneath a blaſted: tree, two heroes received 
his words: Swaran of lakes, and Starno foe: of 
ſtrangers. On heir dun ſhields, they darkly 
leaned : their ſpears are forward through night. 


Shrill ſounds the blaſt of — in eee 


floating Darda! 2 * 
1» Tazy heard the as of Fingal. 'T heal 
riors roſe in arms. Swaran, lay that de 
low, ſaid Starno, in his pride. 5 Take the 
ſhield of thy: father. It is a rock in war.. 


Swaran threw his gleaming ſpear. It ſtood fixed 


in Loda's tree. Then came the foes forward, 
with ſwords. They mixed their rattling ſteel. 


Through the thongs of Swaran's ſhield: ruſhed 
the blade of Luno. The ſhield fell rolling on 


earth. Cleft the helmet + fell down. Fingal ſtopt 
the: liſted ſteel: Wrathful Rood Swaran, un- 
armed. Hie rolled his filent eyes; he threw his 
ſword on earth. Then, Gowly ſtalking over the 
ſtream, he whifled/ as he went. 


- Nom ,unſecn, of, his father is Sparen. Starno 


turns away in wrath... His, ſhaggy. brows waye 
dark, above his Katherod . : He i Loda's 
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+ The helmet of. © <Waran. The behaviour of Fingal. is al. 
ways conſiſlent with that generoſity of ſpirit, which belongs 0 
a hero. He takes no advantage of a foe diſarmed. i . 
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DUAN FIRST. 183 
tree, with his fpear- He rbiſes cha hum of ſongs. 
They come to the hoſt of Lochlin, each in ki 
own dark path; like two! ' forntscorered fun 
OY vales ! Feit b It Mt 
To Turthor's plain itt Fad 
oth the beam of the eaſt. It ſhont on the ſprils 
of Lochlin in the hand of the King. From her 
cave came forth, in her beauty, the daughter ot 
Torcul torno. She gathered her haw from wind- 
She wildly raiſed her ſong. The fung of Luan 
of thells; i where once her-father dwelt; Sbe fad 
Starno's bloody: ſhield.” Gladneſs: roſes alight; 
on her face. She ſaw the cleft helmet o5 Swarun% 
She ſhrunk, darkened, from Fingal.—“ Art thou 
fallen, by thy hundred fireams; O wv of the 
motrnful 'maid?*: + 9 

U- rHOoRNo, that riſe W nd on whoſe 
fide are the meteors of night! I behold the dark 
moon deſcending, behind thy reſounding woods. | 
On thy top dwells the ky: Loda: the 
= Conban-carglas, from: ſoles RL 410 * | 


bloody in the hands of Fingal conjectured, that that hero was 


killed. A part of the original is loſt. It appears, however, 
from the ſequel of the poem, that the daughter of Torcul- 


torno did not long ſurvive her ſurprize, occaſioned by the ſup- 
poſed death of her lover. The deſcription of the airy ball of ; 
Loda (which is ſuppoſed to be the ſame with that of Odi 

the deity of Scandinavia) is more pictureſque td) deferiptive, 
than any in We Edda, or 9 Wolke of the * __ 
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the ſpirits of men In the end of his cloudy. 
hall, bends forward Cruth-loda of ſwords. ' His 


form is dimly ſeen, amid his wavy mift- His 


right-hand is on his ſhield. In his left is the 


half-viewleſs ſhell. The roof of his dreadful hall | 


is marked, with nightly fires! 

Tux race of Cruth-loda advance, a ridge of 
formleſs ſhades. He reaches the ſounding ſhell, 
to thoſe who ſhone in war. But, between him 
and the feeble, his ſhield riſes, a darkened orb. 
He is a ſetting meteor to the weak in arms. 
Bright, as a rainbow on Areams, came Lulan's 
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Fron returning, with day, devolves the contmand 
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marunò, who engages the enemy, and drives them over the 


Having recalled his people, he congra- 


tulates Duth-marano on his ſacceſs, but diſcovers, that that 
hero had been mortally wounded in the action. — Duth- 


maruno dies. Ulin, the bard, in honour of the dead, in- 


ſtream of Turthor. 


8 


/ 


| TP 


troduces the epiſode of Colgorm and Strina-dona, which con- 


cludes this duan. 
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Hz RE art * ſon of the king,” ſaid 
dark-haired Duth-maruno? Where 
haſt thou failed, young beam of Selma? He 
returns not, from the boſom. of night Morn- 
ing is ſpread on U-thorno. In his miſt is the 
ſun, on his hill, Warriors, lift the ſhields, in 
my preſence, He muſt not fall, like a fire from 
heaven, whoſe place is not marked on the 
ground. He comes, like an eagle, from the 

ſkirt of his qually wind-! In his hand are the 
ſpoils of foes. King of . our ſouls were 
fad!” 
*© Nzax us are the foes, Duth-maruno. They 
come forward, like waves in miſt, when their 
foamy tops are ſeen, at times, above the low- 
failing vapour. The traveller ſhrinks on his 
Journey ; he knows. not whither to fly. No 
WT trembling travellers are we! Sons of heroes call 
forth the fteel. Shall the ſword of Fin gal ariſe, 
er ſhall a warrior lead?“ oral ts 
Vor. I. 125 c + - "Wy 
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like paths to our eyes, O Fingal. Broad-ſhielded 
Trenmor, is ill ſeen, amidſt his own dim years. 


| given us, of the origin of monarchy in Caledonia, The Cat! 


battle. They did ſo, but they were unſucceſsful. When it 
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ITE deeds of old, ſaid Duth-maruno, are 


Nor feeble was the ſoul of the king. There, no 
dark deed wandered in ſecret. From their hun- 
dred ſtreams came the tribes, to graſſy Colglan- 
crona. Their chiefs were before them. Each 
ſtrove to lead the war. Their ſwords were often 


half-unſheathed. Red rolled their eyes of rage. 


In this ſhort epiſode we have a very probable account. 


or Gauls, who poſſeſſed the countries to the north of the Firth 
of Edinburgh, were, originally, a number of diſtin& tribes, 
or clans, each ſubje& to its own chief, who was free and in- 
dependent of any other power. When the Romans invaded 
them, the common danger might, perhaps, have induced 
thoſe reguli to join together, but, as they were unwilling. to 
yield to the command of one of their own number, their battles 
were ill · conducted, and, conſequently, unſucceſsful. Tren- 
mor was the firſt who repreſented to the chiefs, the bad conſe- 
quences of carrying on their wars in this irregular manner, 
and adviſed, that they themſelves ſhould alternately lead in 


came to Trenmor's turn, he totally defeated. the enemy, by 
his ſuperior valour and conduct, which gained him ſuch an 
intereſt among the tribes, that he, and his family after him, 
were regarded as kings; or to uſe the poet's expreſſion, the | 
words of power ruſped forth from Selma of kings, The tepat 
authority, however, except in time of war, was but inconſj- 
derable; for every chief, within his own diſtrict, was abſo- 
tate and independent. From the ſcene of the battle in this 
epiſode, (which was in the valley of Crona, a little to the 
north of Agricola's wall) I ſhould ſuppoſe, that the enemies 
ow the Caledonians were the Romans, or provincial Britons. 


1 Separate 


DUAN SECOND: Th 


| Separate they food, and hummed their ſarly 


fongs. -+* Why Thould they yield to each other? 
their fathers were equal in war.” Tremor was 
there, with his people, ſtately in youthful locks. 
He ſaw the advancing foe. The grief of his ſoul 
aroſe. He bade the Chiefs to lead, by turns: 
they led, but they were rolled away. From his 
own moſſy hill, blue-ſhielded Trenmor came 
down. He led wide-ſkirted battle, and the 
ſtrangers failed. Around him the dark - browed 
warriors came: they ſtruck the ſhield of joy. 


Like à pleaſant gale, the words of power ruthed 


forth from Selma of kings. But the chiefs led, 
by turhs, in war, till mighty danger roſe : then 
was the hour of thy per to 3 in the 
field. 


„ Not ee e aid comme. fu of 
40 5 ſhields, 


. In tradition, this a makes a great figure i in 
that battle which Comhal loſt, together with his life, to the 
tribe of Morni. I have juſt now, in my hands, an Iriſh com- 
poſition, of a very modern date, as appears from the language, 
in which all the traditions, concerning that deciſive engage- 
ment, are jumbled together, In juſtice to the merit of the 


poem, I ſhould have here preſented to the reader a tranſlation 


of it, did not the bard mention ſome circumſtances very ridi- 


culous, and others altogether indecent, Morna, the wife of 


Comhal, had a principal hand in all the tranſactions previous 


to the defeat and death of her huſband ; the, to uſe the words 


of the bard, who was the guiding ftar of the women of Erin. 
The bard, it is to be hoped, miſrepreſented the ladies of his 
RAFT $M > Ws | country hens 


20 CATH-L OD A: 
ſhields, are the deeds of our fathers. But who 
ſhall now lead the war, before the race of kings? 
Miſt ſettles on theſe four dark hills: within it 
let each warrior ſtrike his ſhield. Spirits may 
deſcend in darkneſs, and mark us for the war.“ 
THEyY went, each to his hill of miſt. Bards 
marked the ſounds of the ſhields. Loudeſt rung 
thy boſs, - Dae Thou muſt lead in 
war! ä '1 
Lixz the murmur of waters, the race of U- 
thorno came down. Starno led the battle, and 
* Swaran of ftormy ifles. They looked forward 
from iron ſhields, like Cruth-loda fiery-eyed, 
when he looks from behind the darkened moon, 
and firews his ſigns on night. The foes met by 
Turthor's fiream. They heaved like ridgy waves. 
Their echoing ftrokes are mixed. Shadowy 
death flies over the hoſts. They were clouds of 
hail, with ſqually winds in their ſkirts. Their 
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country, for Morna's behaviour was, according to kim, fo 
void of all decency and virtue, that it cannot be ſuppoſed, - 
they had choſen her for their guiding far. The poem conſiſts 
of many ſtanzas. The language is figurative, and the num- 
bers harmontons ; but the piece is ſo ful} of anachroniſms, and 
fo unequal in its compoſition, that the author, moſt undoubt- 
edly, was either mad, or drunk, when he wrote it. It is wor- 
thy of being remarked, that Comhal is, in this poem, very 
often called, Combal na h Albin, or Combal of Albion, which 

- ſufficiently demonſtrates, that the allegations of Keating and 
O'Flaherty, concerning Fion Mac-Comnah, are but of late in- 
vention. 
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ſhowers are roaring together. Below them ſwells | 
the dark-rolling deep. 
STx1Fs of gloomy U-thorno, why ſhould I 
| mark thy wounds ! Thou art with the years that 
are gone | thou fadeſt on my foul! W! 
. STARNo brought forward his ſkirt of war, 
and Swaran his own dark wing. Nor a harm- 
leſs fire is Duth-maruno's ſword. Lochlin is 
rolled over her ſtreams. The wrathful kings are 
loſt in thought. They roll their filent eyes, over 
the flight of their land. The horn of Fingal 
was heard; the ſons of woody Albion returned, 
But many lay, by Turthor' s fiream, filent in 
their blood. : 
CHIET of. Crathmo, faid the Mug, Duth- 
maruno, hunter of boars l not harmleſs returns 
my eagle, from the field of foes! For this whites 
boſomed Lanul ſhall brighten, at her ſtreams; 
Candona fhall rejoice, as he wunder in Crath- 
mo'ẽs fields. 
. CoLGorm®, replied the chief, was the firſt 
of 
»The family of Duth- -maruno, it apperrs, came originally 
from Scandinavia, or, at leaſt, from ſome of the northern 
iſles, ſubjeR, in chief, to the kings of Lochlin. The Highland 
| ſenachies, who never miſſed to make their comments on, and ad- 
_ ditions to, the works of Offian, have given us a long liſt of the 
anceſtors of Duth maruno, and a particular- account of their 


actions, many of which are of the marvellous kind. One of 


the a ere of che north has choſen for his hero, Starnnior, 
4&3 the 
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22 E AT H-LO DPA; 
of my race in Albion; Colgorm, the rider of 


ther in I-thorno “: he left the land of his fathers, 
He choſe his place, in ſilence, by rocky Crath- 
mo-craulo, His race came forth, in their years; 
they came forth to war, but they always fell, 
The wound of my fathers i is mine, king of echo- 
ing iſles ! Y 

HE drew an arrow from his fide! He fel 
pale, in a land unknown. His ſoul came forth 
to his fathers, to their ſtormy iſle. There 
they purſued boars of miſt, along the ſkirts of 
winds. The chiefs ſtood filent around, as the 
ſtones of Loda, on their hill. The traveller 
ſees them, through the twilight, from his lonely 
path. He thinks them the 2 88 of the aged, 
forming future wars. 

NicurT came down, on U-thorno.- Still 
ſtood the chiefs 'in their grief. The blaſt 
whiſtled by turns, thro' every warrior's hair. 
F ingal, at length, broke forth from the 
thoughts f his ſoul. He called Ullin of harps, 
and bade the ſong to riſe. No falling fire, 
that is only ſeen, and then retires in night ; no 
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the father of -Duth-maryno, and, confidering the adventures 

thro' which he has led him, the piece is neither diſagreeable, 

5 abpupding with that kind of r which Rofl Keel 
ility. 
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DUAN SECOND. 23 
departing meteor was he that is laid ſo low. He 
was like the ftrong-beaming ſun, long rejoicing 
on his hill. Call the names of his fathers, from 
their dwellings old! 

I-THORNo *, * faid the bard, Wo riſeft midf 
ridgy ſeas! Why i is thy head ſo gloomy, in the 
ocean's miſt? From thy vales came forth a race, 
fearleſs as thy ftrong-winged eagles; the race of 
Colgorm of iron ſhields, dwellers of Loda's hall. 

In Tormoth's reſounding iſle, aroſe Lurthan, 
ſtreamy hill, It bent its woody head over 2 
filent yale. There, at foamy Cruruth's ſource, 
dwelt Rurmar, hunter of boars! His daughter 


| was fair as a ſun-beam, white-boſomed Strina- 


dona | 

| Many a. king of heroes, and hero of iron 
ſhields ; many a youth of heavy locks came to 
Rurmar's echoing hall. They came to woo the 


This epiſode is, in the original, extremely beautiful. It 


zs ſet to that wild kind of muſic, which ſome of the High- 


landers diſtinguiſh, by the title of Fon Oimarra, or, the Song 
of mermaids, Some part of the air is abſolutely infernal, but 
there are many returns in the meaſure, which are inexpreſſibly 
wild and beautiful, From the genius of the muſic, I ſhould 
think it came originally from Scandinavia, for the fidtions de- 
livered down concerning the Oi-marra, (who are reputed the 
authors of the muſic) exactly correſpond with the notions of 
the northern nations, concerning their dire, or goda: Ne of 

death, —Of all the names in this epiſode, there is none $4 


dg original, except Strina-dona, which , nn 


24 CAT H-L'O'D A: 

maid, the ſtately huntreſs of Tormoth wild. But 
thou lookeſt ' careleſs from thy ſteps, high- 
boſomed Strina-dona ! 

Ir on the heath ſhe moved, her breaſt was 
whiter than the down of Cana ; if on the ſea- 
beat ſhore, than the foam of the rolling ocean. 
Her eyes were two ſtars of light. Her face was 
heaven's bow in ſhowers. Her dark hair flowed 
round it, like the ſtreaming clouds. Thou wert 
the dweller of ſouls, white-handed Strina-dona 


CoLGoRM came, in his ſhip, and Corcul- 


Suran, king of ſhells. The brothers came, 
from I-thorno, to woo the ſun-beam of Tor- 
moth wild. She ſaw them in their echoing 
ſteel. Her ſoul was fixed on blue-eyed Col 
gorm. Ul-lochlin's* nightly eye looked in, and 
ſaw the toſſing arms of Strina-dona. 
WRATHFUL the brothers frowned. Their 
Naming eyes, in ſilence, met. They turned 
away. They ſtruck their ſhields. Their hands 
. were trembling on their ſwords. They ruſhed 
into the ſtrife of heroes, for longhaind Strina- 
dona. 


+ The Cana is a certain kind of graſs, which grows plen- 
tiful in the heathy moraſſes of the north. Its ſtalk is of the 
reedy kind, and it carries a tuft of down, very much reſem- 
bling cotton. It is exceſbvely white, and, conſequently» 
often introduced by the bards, in their ſimiles concerning the 
beauty of women. 


Tea Vr lochlin, the guide to Lochlin ; the name of a ſtar, 
CorcuLs 
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DUAN SECOND. 2 
CorcuL-SURAN fell in blood. On his ifle, 


raged the ſtrength of his father. He turned 
Colgorm, from I-thorno, to wander on all the 


\ winds, In Crathmo-craulo's rocky field, he 


dwelt by a foreign ſtream. Nor darkened the 
king alone, that beam of light was near, the 


daughter of echoing Tormoth, white-armed 


Strina-dona . 


+ The continuation wa this epiſode is juſt now in my hands ; z 
but the language is ſo different from, and the ideas fo — 
of, Oſſian, that I have rejected it, as an interpolation by a 
modern bard. 
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ſoner 7 by F ingal.— He 
d for his cruelty, 


ri 
repriman 


retired alone to a neighbouring hill, Upon Swargn's refu- 
ſal, Starno undertakes the enterprize himſelf, is overcome, 


and taken p 
ſevere re 


- 


Os8an, after ſome general refletions, deſcribes the ſituation 


converſation of Starno and Swaran.—The epiſode of Cor- 


man-trunar and Foinar-bragal.—Starno, from his own ex- 
ample, recommends to Swaran, to ſurprize Fingal, who had 


of Fingal, and the poſition of the army of Lochlin.— The 
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Hence is the ſtream of years ? Whither 
| 5 do they roll along? Where have they 
a, in miſt, their many - coloured ſides? 3 
4 I look into the times of old, but they ſeem 
VP im to Oſſian's eyes, like reflected moon-beams, 
2 pn a diſtant lake. Here riſe the red beams of 
1 ar! There, filent, dwells a feeble race! They 
| 1 nark no years with their deeds, as ſlow they 

ass along. Dweller between the ſhields! thou 
hat awakeſt the failing ſoul! deſcend from thy 
all, harp of Cona, with thy voices three! 
ome with that which kindles the paſt: rear 
he forms of old, on their own dark-brown 
ears | | 
* UTHoRNO, hill of Rorms, I behold my re race 
In thy fide. F * is bending, in night, ove 
. .Duth- 


The bards, who were always ready to ſupply what they 


jought deficient in the poems of Oſſian, have inſerted a great 
dany incidents between the ſecond and third dur of Cath- 


da. Their interpolations are ſo eaſily diſtinguiſhed from the 
genuine 


30 CATH-LOD A: 
Duth-maruno's tomb. Near him are the ſteps 
of his heroes, hunters of the boar. By Tur- 
thor's ſtream the hoſt of Lochlin is deep in 
ſhades. The wrathful kings ſtood on two hills; 
they looked forward from their boſſy ſhields. 
They looked forward to the ſtars of night, red- 
wandering in the weſt. Cruth-loda bends from 
high, like a formleſs meteor in Gaſs, He ſends 


genuine remains of Offian, that it took me very little time to 
mark them out, and totally to reject them. If the modern 
Scotch and Iriſh bards have ſhewn any judgment, it is in 
aſcribing their own compoſitions to names of antiquity, for, 
by that means, they themſelves have eſcaped that contempt; 
which the authors of ſuch futile performances muſt, neceſſa- 
Tily, have met with, from people of true taſte, | I was led into 
this obſervation, by an Iriſh poem, juſt how before me. It 
concerns a deſcent made by Swaran, king of Lochlin, on Ire- 
land, and is the work, ſays the traditional preface prefixed to 
it, of Offen, Mac-Fion, It however appears, from ſeveral 
pious ejaculations, that it was rather the compoſition of ſome 
good prieſt, in the fifteenth or ſixteenth century, for he ſpeaks, 
with great devotion, of pilgrimage, and more particulatly; of 
the blut-ryed daughters of the convent. Religious, however, as 
this poet was, he was not altogether decent, in the ſcenes he 
introduees between Swaran and the wife of Congca/lion, both of 
whom he repreſents as giants. It happening unfortunately, 
that Congcullion was only of a moderate flature, his wife with- 

out heſitation, preferred Swaran, as a more adequate match 
for her own gigantic ſize. From this fatal preference pro- 
teeded ſo much miſchief, that the good poet altogether loft 
fight of his principal action, and he ends the piece, with an 
advice to men, in the choice of their wives, which, howevet 
good it may be, I ſhall leave concealed in the obſcurity of the 
original. 


| abroad 
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abroad the winds, and marks them, with his 
ſigns. Starno foreſaw, that Morven 8 ane 
not to yield in war. | 

He twice ftruck the tree in wt He ruſhed 
before his fon. He hummed a ſurly ſong ; and 
heard his hair in wind. Turned“ from one 
another, they ſtood, like two oaks, which diffe · 
rent winds had bent; each hangs over jits own 
loud rill, and ſhakes its boughs in the courſe of 

% Ax NIR,“ faid Starno of lakes, wis a 
fire that conſumed of old. He poured death 
from his eyes, along the ſtriving fields. His 
joy was in the fall of men. Blood, to him, was 
W 2 ſummer ſtream, that brings joy to withered 
vales, from its own moſſy rock. He came forth 
to the lake Luth- cormo, to meet the tall Cor- 
man- trunar, he from * of ſtreams, 8 
of battle's wing.” - - 8441 


* The ſurly attitude of Starno and Swaran is well adapted 
to their fiefce and uncomplying diſpoſitions. Their chrfac- 
ters, at firſt ſight, ſeem little different; but, upon examiina- 
tion, we find that the poet has dexterouſly diſtinguiſhed be- 
tween them. They were both dark, ſtubborn, haughty and 
teſerved; but Starno was cunning, fevengeful, and erat}, 
to the highef degree; the diſpoſition of Swaran, thowgh ſu- 
vage, was leſs bloody, and ſomewhat tinctured with generoſity, 
It is doing injuſtice to oe, to fa, _ he has not a great 
variety of characters. 

„ The 


„ THE chief of Urlor had come to Gormal, 
with his dark-boſomed ſhips, He ſaw the daugh- 
ter of Annir, white- armed -Foina-brigal. He 
ſaw._her ! Nor eareleſs rolled her EYES, on the 
rider of ſtormy waves. She fled to his ſhip in 
darkneſs, like a moon- beam thro' a nightly vale. 
Annir purſued along the deep; he called the 
winds of heaven. Nor alone was the king !. 
Starno was by his fide. Like U-thorno's young 
eagle, I turned my eyes on my father. Big. 
. We: ruſhed into roaring Urlor. With hls 
people came tall Corman-trunar. We fought 5 
but the foe prevailed. In his wrath my father 
ſtood. He lopped the young trees, with his 
ſword. His eyes rolled red in his rage, I 
marked the foul of the king, and I retired in 
night. From the field I took a broken helmet + 
2 ſhield that was pierced with ſteel: pointleſs 
was the ſpear in my hand. I went to find the 
foe. 3 TO 
O a rock fat tall Corman-trunar, beſide his 

burning oak ; and near him, beneath a tree, ſat 

deep-boſomed Foina-brigal. I threw my broken 
ſhield before her. I ſpoke the words of peace, 
* Befide his rolling ſea, lies Annir of many lakes, 

The king was pierced in battle; and Starno is 

to raiſe his tomb. Me, a ſon of Loda, he ſends 
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-DU-AN_THERD.' 33 
to white - handed Foina, to bid her ſend a lock. 
from her. hair, to reſt with her father, in earth. 
And thou king of roaring Urlor, let the 
battle ceaſe, till Annir receive the ſhell, ou 
| fiery eyed Cruth-loda. X 
* BuRSTING into tears, ſhe roſe, and tore a 
lock from her hair; a lock, which wandered, 
in 2 blaſt, along her heaving breaſt. Cor- 
n- trunar gave the ſhell ; and bade me to re- 
. before him. I reſted in the ſhade. of. 
night; and hid my face in my helmet deep. 
Sleep deſcended on the foe, 1 roſe, like & 
| talking ghoſt, I pierced the fide of Corman- 
trunar. Nor did Foina-bragal eſcape. She 
rolled her white boſom in blood. | 
Way then, en. of heroes, didſt thou 
wake my rage? | 
- "MoRNiNG rofe. The foe were dah like the 
Fee of miſt, Annir firuck his boſſy 
ſhield. He called his dark-haired ſon. I came, 
ſtreaked with wandering blood: thrice roſe the 
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| * Offian is very partial to the fair ſex. Even the daughter 
of the cruel Annir, the ſiſter of the revengeful and bloody 
Starno, partakes not of thoſe diſagreeable characters ſo pecu- 
liar to her family. She is altogether tender and delicate, 
Homer, of all ancient poets, uſes the ſex with leaſt ceremony. 
His-cold contempt is even worſe, than the downright abuſe of 
the moderns ; for to draw abuſe implies the poſſeſſion of ſome 
merit. eu, uu. i 8 
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ſhout of the king, like the burſting forth of a 
ſquall of wind, from a cloud, by night. We 
rejoiced, three days, above the dead, and called 
che Hawks of heaven. They came, from all 
their winds, to feaſt on Annir's foes, Swaran! 
Fingal is alone , on his hill of night. Let thy 
ſpear pierce the King in ſecret ; 11. Annir, my 
foul ſhall rejoice. « - . 
Son of Annir,” ſaid e _ ſhall ow 
lay in ſhades. I move forth in light: the hawks. 
ruth from all their winds. They are wont to 
trace my courſe : it is not harmleſs thro” war.” 
- BunninG roſe: the rage of the king. He 
thrice raiſed his gleaming ſpear. But, farting, 
he ſpared his ſon; and ruſhed into the night. 
By Furthor's ſtream a cave is dark, the dwelling 
of Conban-targlas. There he laid the helmet of 
kings, and called the maid of Lulan, but the 
Was diſtant far, in Loda's refounding hall. 
SWELLING in his rage, he firode, to where 
F ingal lay alone. The king was laid en his 
thicld, on his own ſecret hill. 
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* Fingal, according to the 5 the Caledonian kings, 
had retired to a hill alone, as he himſelf was to reſume the 
command of the army the next day. Starno might have ſome 

intelligence of the king's retiring, which occaſions his requeſt 
to Swaran, to ſtab him ; 3 2s he foreſaw, by his art of diyina- 
tion, that he could not overcome him in open battle, 
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Srxxx hunter of ſhaggy boars! no feeble 
maid is laid before thee. No boy, on his ferny 
bed, by Turthor's murmuring ſtream. Here is 
ſpread the couch of the mighty, from which 


| they riſe to deeds of death! Hunter of ſhaggy 


boars awaken not the terrible ! 
 STARNo came murmuring on. Fingal aroſe 


in arms. Who art thou, ſon of night?“ 


Silent he threw the ſpear. They mixed their 
gloomy ftrife, The ſhield of Starno fell, cleft 


in twain. He is bound to an oak. The early 
beam aroſe, It was then Fingal beheld the king. 
W He rolled a while his filent eyes. He thought of 
other days, when white-boſomed Agandecca 
| moved like the muſic of ſongs. Fe looſed the 


thong from his hands. Son of Annir, he ſaid, 
retire. Retire to Gormal of ſhells; a beam that 
was ſet returns. I remember thy white bo- 


ſomed daughter; dreadful king away! Go to 


thy troubled dwelling, cloudy foe of the lovely! 
Let the ſtranger ſhun thee, thou gloomy in the 
hall ! 
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This poem is valuable on account of the light it throws on 


the antiquity of Oſſian's compoſitions, The Caracul men- 
tioned here is the ſame with Caracalla the fon of Severus, 
who in the year 211 commanded an expedition againſt the 
Caledonians. The variety of the meaſure ſhews that the 
poem was originally ſet\to muſic, and perhaps preſented 
before the chiefs upon ſolemn aecaſions. Tradition has 
handed down the ſtory more complete than it is in the 
poem. Comala, the daughter of Sarno king of Iniſtore 
or Crkney iſlands, fell in love with Fingal the ſon of Com- 
hal at a feaſt, to which her father had invited him, [Fin- 
gal, B. III.] upon his return from Lochlin, after the death 
of Agandecca. Her paſſion was fo violent, that ſhe fol- 
lowed him, diſguiſed like a youth, who -wanted to be 
employed in his wars. She was ſoon diſcovered by Hidal- 
lan the ſon of Lamor, one of Fingal's heroes, whoſe love 


| ſhe had lighted ſome time before, Her romantic paſſion and 


beauty recommended her ſo much to the king, that he had 
reſolved to make her his wife; when news was brought him 
of Caracul's expedition. He marched to ſtop the progreſs 
of the enemy, and Comala attended him. He left her 
on a hill, within ſight of Caracul's army, when he himſelf 
went to battle, having previouſly promiſed, if he ſurvived, 


to return that night,” The ſequel of the ſtory may be ga- 
thered from the poem itſell. „ 
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my Chace ĩs. over. No noiſe on Ardven 
but the torrent $ roar! Daughter of 
Morai, come from Crona's banks. Lay down 
the bow and take the harp. Let the night 


come on with ſongs, let our joy be great on 
Ardven. 
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40 Tei A: 
deer at Crona's ſtream; a moſſy bank he ſeemed 
through the gloom, but ſoon he bounded away, 
A meteor played round his branching horns? 


the awful faces + of other times looked from the- 
ud of Crona 


Prsssekkva f. 


Taken are the ſigns of Fingal's death; 
The king of ſhields is fallen! and Caracul pre- 
vails. Riſe, Comala ||, from thy rock; daugh- 
ter of Sarno, riſe in tears. The youth of thy 
love is low ; his ghoſt is an our, hills. | 
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Tuzsz Comala fits forlorn ! two grey dogs 
near ſhake their rough ears, and catch the fly- 
ing breeze. «Her red cheek reſts upon her arm, 
the mountain wind is in her hair. She turns 
her blue eyes toward the fields of his promiſe, 
Where art thou, O F ingal, the night is 5 
thering a around We 


+ Apparent dire facies, inimicague 777. 

Numa _—_ deu m. , VI RG, 
dreadful ſounds I hear, ; 

And the dire form of hoſtile gods appear. 


Darbzx. 
t Derſagrens, 10 kene, of a ſin· bean. 
0 Comala, the maid of the pleaſant „ > 
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oO Caxvun of the ſtreams! why do I "betiole 
= thy waters rolling in blood? Has the noiſe of 
mie battle been heard; and ſleeps the king of 
WE Morven? Riſe, moon, thou daughter of the 
WW {ky ! look from between thy clouds, riſe that I 
may bchold the gleam of his ſteel, on the field 
of his promiſe, Or rather let the meteor, that 
lights our fathers through the night, come, 

W with its red beam, to ſhew me the way to 
my fallen hero. Who will defend me from ſor- 
row? Who from the love of Hidallan? Long 
* 1 ſhall Comala look before ſhe can behold Fingal 
nn the midſt of his hoſt ; bright as the coming 
1 farth of the morning, in the cloud of an eur 
ſhower. 
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" * Carun or Cara'on, a winding river. This river re- 
tains ſtill the name of Carron, and falls into the Frogs foes. 
_ to the North of Falkirk. | 
—Genteſque alias cum pelleret armis + 
Sedibus, aut wittas wilem ſeryaret in „un 
Servitii, hic cententa ſuos deftndere fines 
| Roma ſecurigeris pretendit menia Scat: 
Hic ſpe progreſſus pofita, Caronis ad undam - * © © * 
Ferninus Auſonii fignat diuortia rem. Buena. 
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Tk probable that the poem was preſented of old. 
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DwxTT, thou miſt of gloomy Crona, dwell 
on the path of the king. Hide, his ſteps from 
mine eyes, let me remember my friend no more. 
The bands of battle are ſcattered, no crouding 
tread is round the noiſe of his ſteel. O Carun, 
roll thy ſtreams of blood, the chicf of Echo "_ 


is low. 


Collars 


ne fell on Carun's ſounding banks, ſon of 
the cloudy night? Was he white "as the ſnow 
of Ardyen? Blooming | as the bow of the ſhower? 
Was his hair like the miſt of the hill, ſoft and 
curling in the day of the fun? Was he like the 
thunder of heaven in battle? Pleet as the rot of 


the e * 


is Hipaiian, 
0 Thar I might behold his love, bir Assi 


from her rock ! Her red eye dim in tears, her 
| "bluſhing check half hid in her locks! Blow, O 


gentle breeze, 4 thou che heavy gk: of. the 


t. Hidallan » was s ſent. by. Timon] to. give, notice to G 
of his return; he, to revenge himſelf on her for ſlighting his 
love ſome time before, told her that the king was killed in 
battle. He even pretended that he carried his body from the 
field to be buried in her preſence; and this circumſtance makes 


maid, 


A DRAMATHEE@E POEM 43 


maid,-that I may behold ner white arm, her 
Rwy check in her grief. | 


© % 
> ©? 212 


© Conia, | 


* N is « tha fon of Comhal fallen, chief of 8 
nournful tale? The thunder rolls on the hill! 
ne lightning flies on wings of fire! They 
frighten not Comala; for Fingal is low. Say, 
chief of the mournful tale, fell the breaker of 
dne ſhields? | | bo . PRs INE 

3 1 !  HiPALLAY, TR WE 

_ Tir nations are ſcattered on their hills t ey 
LN {hl 1 the ver of ths king no more. 

| Came, G r 
'Conputton: purſue: thee over thy. tt 
W Ruin overtake thee, thou King of the world 1 
rev be thy ſteps to thy grave; and let one vir- 
gin mourn thee. Let her be like Comala, tear- 
ful in the days of her youth! Why haſt thou 
told me, Hidallan, that my hero fell? I might 
have hoped a little while his return, I might 
have thought I ſaw him on the diſtant rock; -a 
tree might have deceived me with his appear- 
ance; the wind of the hill might have been the 
ſound of bis horn in mine ear. O that 1 were 
on the banks of Carun! that wy tears: might be 
Warm on his cheek } n 
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Ez lies not on the banks of Carun: on Ard - 
ven heroes raiſe his tomb. Look on them, O 
moon, from thy clouds; be thy beam bright 
on his breaſt, that Comala __ behold him in 
_ Agar of his wine 


&. 0 


* . 8 


Sror, ye ſons of the grave, till I behold my 
love! He left me at the chace alone. I knew 


not that he went to war. He ſaid he would re- 
turn with the night; the king of Moryen is 


returned! Why didſt thou not tell me that he 
would fall, O trembling dweller of the rock! 
Thou ſaweſt him in the blood of his Town 
bur e nnen Comala! on : 


— 1 


25 „ f 
{ Wan! ſound is that on Ardven? Who det 
bright in the vale? Who comes like the ſtrength 
of rivers, when their crouded waters glitter to 
the moon? 7 


„ 4a 


— ofthe r9ch thn gene x drwbd. It is probahle 
that ſome of the order of the druids remained as late 2s the 
beginning of the reign of Fingal ; and that Comala had con- 
ſulted one of them concerning the event of the war with. 
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Wno is it but the foe-of Comala; the ſors of 
Fe of the world Ghoſt of Fingat! de 
thou, from thy cloud, direct Comala's bow. 
Let him fall like the hart of the deſart. It is 
Fingal in the crowd of his ghoſts. Why doſt 
thou come, my love, 1 to frighten. and _ 
my ſoul ? ee = 22} I 
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2 e ye bands: che. ſong, raiſe 8 
dae ſtreamy Carun !. Caracul - has fled from our 
WE arms along the fields of his pride. He: ſets far 
JH diſtant like a meteor, that inc loſes a ſpirit of 
nisbt, when the: winds. drive it over the heath 


* — 2 


* 
and the dark woods are gleaming around. I 


heard a voice, or was it the breeze of my 
hills? Is it the huntreſs of: Ardyen, the white- 


rocks, my loymaʒ let me bear: ae of Cori 
mala! 22338W aht 2133, nas zi ¼α, lo 


ComaTA. ? 800M, 203 | 


Tak me t the-cave of bye ret, O lovely 
ſon of death Dm brand 2:15 to 19b10 2d3 To ame 3518 
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| FinGAL 
Contx to the cave of my reſt. The ſtorm 


is paſt, the ſun is on our fields. Come to 


the cave of __ * huntreſs of NOS 
Ardven 0 


44 


| CoMALA, 


AY is returned with his de! 1 feel the 
right hand of his wars | But I muſt reft be- 
fide the rock till my ſoul returns from my fear 
O let the harp be near! raiſe — ſong, ye 
e of n hi 


— 


Drxszen zx. 
CoA A has ſlain three deer on Ardven, the 
fire aſcends«on the rock; go to the feaſt of 
Kr rag king of the woody Morven! 


| F INGAL. | 
 Rarsx, ye ſons of ſong, the wars of the 
ſtreamy Carun; that my white-handed maid 


may rejoice: while I behold the feaſt of my 
love. 


 BaRDs. 
RoLL, ſtreamy Carun, roll in joy, the ſons 


of battle fled! The ſteed is not ſeen on our 
5 fields; 
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fields; the wings * of their pride ſpread in other 
lands. The fun will now 7: < in peace, and the 
ſnadows deſcehd in joy. TN vbite öfithe chäce 
will de heard; the ſhields hang in the hall! Our 
2M ddight” will be in the war of the ocean, our 
hands thilf grow red in the blood of *Lochlin: 
4 Roll, ſtreamy Carun, roll in Joy, che ſons ef 
battle ned! H 1464 190 
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ee | ye light miſts from high. „Le 
noon- beams, lift her ſoul. Pale lies the maid 
e rock ! Comala is no more? | 
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Is e n of n e . 
boſomed maid of my love? Meet me, Comala, 
on my aa fit r at 10% n of 
i a ood} „she id. 9 u 


1113 the voice of the huntreſs of Ardven? ? 
Why did I trouble the ſoul of the maid ? Whien 
ſhall I fee thee, with joy, in the chace of the 
dark-brown hinds ? i 
. Fon ono es the Roman e 
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\ Yourn of the gloomy brow | no more thate 
thou feaſt in my halls. Thou ſhalt not purſue 
my chace, my foes ſhall not fall by thy ſword “. 
Lead me to the place of her reſt that I may 
behold her beauty. Pale ſhe lies at the rock, 
the cold winds lift her hair. Her bow-ftring 
ſounds in the blaſt, her arrow was broken in 
her fall. Raiſe the praiſe of the daughter of 
Sarno! give her name to the winds of heaven 


BARS. 


Sex ! meteors gleam around the maid | See! 
moon-beams lift her foul! Around her, from 
their clouds, bend the awful faces of her fa- 
thers; Sarno + of the gloomy brow! the red- 
rolling eyes of Fidallan ! When ſhall thy white 
hand ariſe? When ſhall thy voice be heard on 
our rocks? The maids ſhall ſeek thee on the 
heath, but they ſhall not find thee. Thou ſhalt 
come, at times, to their dreams, to ſettle peace 


»The ſequel of the ſtory of Hidallan is introduced i in 
another poem. 


+ Sarno the father of Comala died ſoon after the flight df 
bis daughter, Fidallan was the firſt king that reigned in 
Iniſtore. 


„ 
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in their ſoul. Thy voice ſhall remain in their 
ears, they ſhall think with joy on the dreams 
of their reſt. Meteors gleam. around the maid, 
and moon-beams lift her ſoul! 
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ARGUMENT. 


Fingal, returning from an expedition which he had made 


into the Roman province, reſolved to viſit Cathulla king 
of Iniſtore, and brother to Comila, whoſe ſtory is re- 
hted, at large, in the preceding dramatic poem. Upon 
his coming in ſight of Carrie-thura, the palace of Ca- 


| thulla, he obſervec a flame ag its top, which, iq thoſe days, 


was a ſignal of diſtreſs. The wind drove him into a bay, 
at ſome diſtance from Carric-thura, and he was obliged to 
paſs the night on the ſhore. Next day he attacked the army 
of Frothal king of Sora, whe had befieged Cathulla in his 
palace of Carric-thura, and took Frothal himſelf priſoner, 
after he had engaged him in a ſingle combat. The deli- 
verance of Carric-thura,is the ſubjeQ of the poem, hut ſeve- 
ral other epiſodes are interwoven with it, It appears from 
tradition, that this poem was addreſſed to a Culdee, or one 
of the firſt Chriſtian miſſionaries, and that the ſtory of the 


Spirit of Loda, ſuppoſed to be the aneient Odin of Scandi- 


navia, was-introduced by Offian in oppoſition to the Culdee's 
doctrine. Be this as it will, it lets us into Oſſian's notions 


of a ſuperior being; and ſhews that he was not addicted 


to the ſuperſtition which prevailed all the world over, before 
the introduction of Chriſtianity. 


1 53 1 
Ges R > [ C-THUR * 
A 


. 0 . 


487 thou Jen FS blue courſe in hea- 
ven, . golden-haired ſon of the ſky The 
weſt has opened its gates; the bed of thy repoſe 
is there. The waves come to behold thy beauty, 
They lift their trembling heads. They ſee thee 
lovely in thy fleep ; they ſhrink away with fear. 
Reft, in thy ſhadowy cave, " fun let thy 
return be in joy. 


But let a thouſand lights ariſe to the Sand of 3 


thin hae of Selma: let the beam ſpread in the 
hall, the king of ſhells is returned! The ſtrife 
of Carun i is paſt *, like ſounds that are.no more. 
Raiſe the ſong, O bards, the e is e e 

with his fame! ee 


+ The 4 of Ullin, with which 0 PR opens, 11 in 4 
lyric meaſure. It was uſual with Fingal, when he returned 
from his expeditions, to ſend his bards ſinging before him. 
This ſpecies of triumph is called, by Offian, the /ozg of victory. 


* Offian has celebrated the /rife of Crona, in a particular 
poem. This poem is connected with it, but it was impoſſible 
for the tranſlator to procure that part 3 * to Cronay | 
with any _—_— purity. 
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64 CARRIC-THURA: 

Sucn were the words of Ullin, when Fingal 
returned from war: when he returned in the 
fair bluſhing of youth, with all his heavy locks. 
His blue arms were on the hero; like 2 
light cloud on the ſun, when he moves in his 
robes of miſt, and ſhews but half his beams. 
His heroes follow the king: the feaſt of ſhells is 
ſpread. Fingal turns to his dan and — 
the ſong to riſe. 

Voices of ecchoing Cona ! he ſaid, O bards 
of other times! Ye, on whoſe ſouls the blue 
hoſts of our fathers riſe ! ſtrike the harp in my 
hall; and let me hear the ſong. Pleaſant is the 
Joy of 'grief! it is like the ſhower of ſpring; 
when it ſoftens the branch of the oak, and the 
young leaf rears its green head. Sing on, O 
bards, to-morrow we lift the fail. My blue 
courſe is through the ocean, to Carrio-thura's 
walls; the moſſy walls of Sarno, where Comala 
dwelt. There the noble Cathulla, ſpreads the 
feaſt of ſhells. The boars of his woods are 
many the ſound of the chace ſhall ariſe! * * 

- CRonnan “, ſon of the ſong! faid Ullin, 
Minona, great gt at the harp! raiſe the tale of 

| | | Shilric, 


One ſhould think: that hes parts: of $hilric nd Viayela 
were repreſented hy Cronnan and Minona, whoſe very names 
. denote that they were ſingers, who performed. in public- 
Cronnan ſignifies a mournfu] found, Minona, or Min-'0nn, /oft 
8 a 
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Shiltic,. to pleaſe the king of Morven. Let 
Vinvela come in her beauty, like the ſhowery 
bow, when it ſhews its lovely head on the lake, 
and the ſetting ſun is bright. Me comes, O 
m _—_ voice Is "_ but ſad. . 


* vv LA. 


Nr at is a ſon of the bil. He i 
the flying deer. His grey. dogs are panting 
around him; his bow-ftring ſounds. in the wind. 
Doſt thou reſt by the fount of the rock, or by 
the noiſe of the mountain-ftream? the ruſhes 
are nodding to the wind, the miſt flies over the 
hill. I will approach my love unſeen; 1 will 
behold him from the rock. Lovely 1 ſaw thee 
firſt by the aged oak of Branno * ; thou wert 
returning tall from the e 3 the fairef 2 
wee friends, - | | | 


- & 


SH1LRIC. 


War voice is that 1 bear! > that voice like 
the ſummer- wind! I fit not by 00 e nodding 


tor Au the dratuntic poems of Oktan appear o have been 
Preſented before Fingal, upon ſolemn SING. | 


Bran, or Branno, ſigniſies a mountain-fiream : it is ive 
fog river known by that name, in the days of Oſſian. There 
are ſeveral ſmall rivers in the north of Scotland ill retaining 


the nga of Bran g in particular ons AER Oe Oe Tay © 
Kn, 


E 4 3 fülle 
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ruſhes; I hear not the fount of the rock. Afar, 
Vinvela “, afar, I go to the wars of Fingal. My 
dogs attend me no more. No more 1 tread the 
hill. No more from on high I ſee thee, fair- 
moving by the ſtream of the plain; bright as 
the bow of heaven; as the moon on the weſtern 
wave. : COLTS x 


VINVELA. 


Tux thou art gone, O Shilric! I am alone 
on the hill ! The deer are ſeen on the brow ; yoid 
of fear they graze along. No more they e dread - 
the wind; no more the ruſtling tree, The 
hunter is far removed; he is in the field of 
graves. Stran gers! ſons of the waves! ff pare 
my lovely Shure | 


© - SHILRIE. 


Ir fall I muſt in the field, raiſe high my grave, 
Vinvela. Grey ſtones and heaped-up earth, 
ſhall mark me to future times. When the hun- 
ter ſhall fit by the mound, and produce his food 
at noon, © Some warrior reſts here,” he will 
ſay; and my fame ſhall live in his praiſe. Re- 
member me, Yuarela, when low on earth I lie! 


* Bhin- bheul, & woman with a melodious voice. Bb i in the 
Galic language bas che ſame found 5 the v in Engliſh. | 


| Wives 
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A I will remember thee; 1 my Shilric 
will fall! What ſhall I do, my love ! when thou 
art for ever gone? Through theſe hills I will 
go at noon : I will go through the filent heath. 
There I will ſee the place of thy reſt, returning 
from the chace. Alas! my Shilric will fall ; ky 
I will remember Shilric. | 
AnD I remember the chief, faid the king of 
woody Morven; he conſumed the battle in his 
rage. But now my eyes behold him not. I met 
him, one day, on the hill ; his cheek was pale; 
his brow was dark. The figh was frequent ig 
his breaſt: his Reps were towards the deſart. 
But now he is not in the crowd of my chiefs, 
when the ſounds of my ſhields ariſe. Dwells he 
in the narrow houſe *, the chief of NT Car- 
mora  ? | | 
CrRonnant! ſaid Ullin of other times, ws 
the ſong of Shilric; when he returned to his 
hills, and Vinvela was no more. He leaned on 
her grey moſly ſtone ; he thought Vinvela lived: 
He ſaw her fair ET on the plain: but the 


The grave. 

+ Carn-mör, high rocky bill | $7 | 

t The diſtinction which the ancient Scots made between 
good and bad ſpirits, was, that the former appeared ſome- 
times in the day-time in Ry unfrequented places, but the 


hy never but by night, and in a diſmal gloomy ſcene. = 
bright 


bright form laſted not: the ſun- beam fled'from 
the field, and ſhe was ſeen no more. Hear the 
ſong of, Shilric, it is ſoft but ſad! 
-1 ﬆrT by the moſſy fountainz on the top of 
the hill of winds. One tree is ruſtling above 
me. Dark waves roll over the heath. The 
lake is troubled below. The deer deſcend from 
the hill. No hunter at a diſtance is ſeen. It is 
mid-day : but all is ſilent. Sad are my thoughts 
alone. Didſt thou but appear, O my love, a 
wanderer on the heath! thy hair floating on the 
wind behind thee; thy boſom heaving on the 
ſight; - thine eyes full of tears far thy friends, 
whom the miſt of the hill had concealed! Thee 
I would comfort, my love, and "A thee to 
thy father's houſe! + 
Bur is it ſhe that there appears, like a aer 
of light'on the heath? bright as the moon in 
autumn, as the ſun in a ſummer- ſtorm, comeſt 
thou, O-maid, over rocks, over mountains to 
me ? She ſpeaks:: but how weak mc voice ! like 
me breeze in/the-reeds of the lakkmſee.. 
„ RETURNEST thou ſafe from the war? 
Where are thy friends, my love? I heard of 
thy death on the hill; I heard and mourned 
thee, Shilric! Les, my fair, I return; but 1 
alone of my race. Thou ſhalt ſee them no 
more their graves [ raiſed on the plain, But 
why 
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why int thou on the _—_ hi? 1 ages note: 
heath alone ?? 
„ ALONE I am, 0 Shürie! 5 1 e 
winter- houſe. With grief for thee l * Shil- | 
ric, I am pale in the tomb.” d e 
- Sfx fleets, ſhe ſails away; as mift before as 
wind! and, wilt thou not flay, Vinvela ? Stay 
and behold my tears! fair thou n Vin- 
vela! fair thou waſt, when aliy e!!! 1 
By the moſſy fountain I will ar; on Wen top 
of the hill of winds. - When mid-day is filent 
around, O talk with me, Vinvela! come on the 
light- w inged gale | on the breeze of the deſart, 
come | Let me hear thy voice, as thou paſſeſt, 
when mid-day is filent around! EIS 
Sven was the ſong of- vegans on Saen 
of Selma's joy. But morning roſe in the caſt ; 
the blue waters rolled in light. Fingal bade his 
fails to riſe; the winds came ruſtling from tlieir 
hills. Iniſtore roſe to ſight, and Carric-thura's 
moſſy towers! But the ſign of diſtreſs was on 
their top: the warning flame edged with ſmoke. 
The king of Morven ſtruck bis breaſt; he 
aſſumeg, at once, his ſpear. His darkened brow 
bends forward to the coaſt: he looks back to 
the lagging winds. His hair is diſordered on 
his bark 8 filence of the king 1 is terrible! 
8 * 
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Nie came down on the ſea; Rotha's ba 
received the thip. A rock bends along the coaſt 
with all its ecchoing wood. On the top is the 
circle * of Loda, the moſſy ftone of power 
A narrow plain ſpreads beneath, covered with 
graſs and aged trees, which the midnight winds, 
in-their-wrath, had torn from the ſhaggy rock. 
The blue courſe of a ſtream is there l the lonely 
blaſt of octan purſues the thiſtle's beard. The 
flame of three oaks aroſe: the feaſt is ſpread 
ground: but the foul of the n is . 
Carric-thura's Chief diſtreſt. 5 10 

Tux wan, cold moon roſe, in the eaſt. Sleep 
deſcended on the youths | Their blue helmets 
glitter to the beam; the fading fire decays. But 
fleep did not reſt on the king: he roſe in the 
midſt of his arms, and ſlowly aſcended the hill 
to behold the flame of Sarno's tower. 

Tux flame was dim and diſtant; the moon hid 
her red face in the eaſt. A blaſt came from the 
mountain, on its wings was the ſpirit of Loda. 
He came to his . in his n and ſhook 


; 's The circle of of Loda i is gf 20 be a place of Lage 
among the Scandinavians, as the K of rn is _ to 
be the ſame with their god Odin. ; 417 
4 He is deſcribed, in a ſimile, in th poem concerning the 
death of Cachallin. 4 
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his: duly ſpear. His eyes appear like flames in 
his dark face; his voice is like diſtant thunder. 
Fingal advanced his We im night, n 
his voice on high. 7/1 sb io: dn 
S380 of night, retire: call ny winds and fly! | 
Why doſt thou come to my preſence; with thy 
ſhadowy arms? Do ! fear thy gloom form, 
cpirit of diſmal Eoda? Weak is thy: ſhieldiof | 
clouds: feeble is that meteor, thy ſword. The 
blaſt rolls them together; and thou thiyſelf art 
toft. Hly from my e b call 
ty winds. and; fly ! 30950 tte alt bann 
Dos thou force me eee, replied 
the hollow voice? The people bend beſore me: 
J turn the battle in the field of the brave 1 
took on the nations and they vanifh: my noſ- 
trils pour the blaſt of death. Icme abroad 
on the winds : the tempeſts are before m ae 
But my. dwelling is calm, e pe = 
fields of my. reſt arc pleaſant, 201 nod Astral 
DIL in thy: plraſant felds, id. the king: b 
12 Comhal's ſon: be forgot. Da my ſteps 
aſcend; from my hills, into thy peaceful plains? 
Do: } meet thee, with a. ſpear, on thy cloud, 
ſpirit of diſmal Loda 2: nn 
frown on me? why ſhake heaven e 
Thou frowneſt in vain: 1 never "Hed from rf | 
mighty 
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mighty i in war. And ſhall the ſons of the wind 
frighten the king of Morven? No: he knows 
the weakneſs of their arms! 

F v to thy land, replied the form: receive 
the wind and fly ! The blaſts are in the hollow 
of my hand: the courſe! of the ſtorm is mine. 
The king of Sora is my ſon, he bends at 5 
Kone of my power. His battle is around 
thura; and he will prevail ! Fly to thy land, . 
of Comhal, or feel my flaming wrath! 
H lifted high his ſhadowy ſpear! He bent 
forward his dreadful height. Fingal, advancing, 
drew his ſword; the blade of dark- brown 
Luno “. The gleaming path of the ſteel winds 
thro the gloomy ghoſt. The form fell ſhapeleſs 
into air, like a column of ſmoke, which the ſtaff 
of the boy diſturbs, as it wen: from r half ex· 
W furnace. To 

Tux ſpirit of Loda ſhricked, as, rolled: into 
himſelf, he roſe on the wind. Iniſtore ſnook at 
the ſound. The waves heard it on the deep. 
They ſtopped, in their courſe, with fear: the 
friends of Fingal ſtarted, at once; and took their 
heavy ſpears. They miſſed the king: * * 
eie all their arms reſound! | 
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The moon came forth in the; eaſt. Fingel 
returned i in the gleam of his arms, - Thegjoyiof 
his youth was great, their ſouls ſettled; ag 4e 
from a ſtorm. Ullin raiſed the ſong. of glad- 
neſs. The hills of Iniftore rejoiced.,. The flame 
of the « oak aroſe; 35 and the tales of heroes are 
told. 100 16948 LE. 8 0 Are 20 4* 

Bur Frothal, Sora s wrathful king; ſits in fad: 
neſs beneath a tree. The hoſt ſpreads. around 
Carric-thura. . He looks towards the walls with 
rage. He longs far the blood of Cathulla, Who, 
once, overcame him in war. When Annit 
reigned * '® in Sora, the father of ſearborne Fro- 
thal, a florm aroſe on the ſea, and carried 
Frothal to iniſtore. Three, days he feaſted in 
Sarno' s halls, and ſaw. the ſlow rolling eyes of 
Comala. a He loyed her, in the flame of youth, 
and ruſhed to ſeize the white- armed majd- 
Cathulla met the chief. The gloomy battle 
roſe. $ Frothal vas bound in che hall; three 
days he pined alone, On tlie fourth, Saxno ſent 
him to his ſhip, and he returged zo, his land: 
Bur wrath da rkengd in his foul. againſt;the Agble: 
Annir was alſo the father of Recdobn, * w A el lig 


after the death of his brothet-Erothal; The death of Erra- 
gon is Woke of the 1. . en, au in Wie ene 
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Cathulla. When Annir's ſtone of fame atoſe, 
Frothal eame in his ſtrength. The battle burned 
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round Carriccthura, and Sarns' 's. moſſy. walls. 

Monvrxo roſe on Iniſtore. Frothal firuck 
his dark-brown thield. His chiefs ſtarted at the 
ſound; they ſtood, but their eyes were turned 
to the ſea. They ſaw Fingal coming in his 


ſtren gth; and firſt the noble Thubar fpoke. 


Who comes like the ſtag of the deſart, with 
all his herd behind him? Frothal, it is a foe! I 
ſee his forward ſpear, | Perhaps it is the king of 
Morven, Fingal the firſt of men. His deeds 
are. well known ut: Lochlin; the blood of his 
foes; is in Starno's halls. Shall I aſł the peace f 
of kings? His ſword i is the bolt of heaven P. 

SON of the feeble hand, faid Frothal, ſhall 


my days begin j in a cloud ? Shall T yield: before 


I have conquered, chief of ſtreamy Tora? The 
people would ſay in Sora, Frothal-flew forth 
like a meteor; but a darkneſs has met him; 
and his fame is no more. No: Thubar, I will 
never yield my fame mall ſurround me like 


light. No: 1 will never yield, chief of fireamy 


Tora! 5 | 
| e ein Me 

- © That is, eee Hs Te he lt of 

one's fame, was, in other words, to ſay that OTROS 

dead. 


"+ Honorable terms or pee. . 1 
. a 8 1 ' E 


" >} 4 ' 
Si! + . 2 


A r O E 8 
Ax went forth with the ſtream of his people, 
but they met à rock: ' Fingal ſtood unmoved, 
broken they rolled back from. his ſide. Nor did 
they ſafely fly; the ſpear of the king purſued 
their ſteps. The field is. covered with Bro 
A riſing hill preſerved the fo. 
FRO THAT ſaw their flight: . The HS bis 
boſom, roſe. He bent his eyes to the ground, 
and called the noble Thubar. Thubaf! my 
people are fled. My fame has ceaſed to ariſe. 
I will fight the king; I feel my burning ſoul ! 
Send a hard to demand the combat. Speak not | 
againſt Frothal's words! But, Thubar! I. love 
2 maid; ſhe dwells by . Thano's. fiream, the 
white-boſomed daughter of Herman, Ueha with 
ſoft - rolling eyes. She feared. the low - laid 
Comala; her ſecret ſighs roſe, when I ſpread; the 
Gil. Tell to Ucha of bags, that * ſoul. * 
lighted in her! | bo” 
SUCH were his — . to  fight,. The 
ſoft ſigh of Utha was near! She had. followed 
her hero, in the armour of à man. She rolled 
her eye on the youth, in ſecret, from beneath 
her ſteel. She ſaw the bard as he went; the 
ſpear fell thates from her hand |, Her looſe bas 
flew on the wind. Her white breaſt roſe, 2 4 
ſighs. She raiſed her eyes to the * 
would ſpeak, but thrice the fa led. 
Vor. I. 1 Pixon 


* 


— | — 5 . | r 
- 2 — — - 7x = en * =: Y 1 
2 — — — — — 8 wt — 7 = - —_— 
. * n — 72 . A 
a : 7 3 : \ 
k Px - — * 23 --— 
— —— —H— Po. — — * — — =_ 
= — a —_— "> p vo — 4 8 2 — =z <= =, — 
= - wal * _ * 2 — "ma - — n 2 — 
- x 27 - * . IF" ry : TD - N- - on — 
8 * 6 _ "A 3 — - 
- : « Z - : a 8 ' — 
r 1 2 „ 3 > WL, © —_—_ — . l 
2 - —— 0 1323 . 4 — PR — 
> LET a: 9 * — 8 - AS 3 * — — - — 
— — — —— — — —— — - — — . 
1 N — 4 * — — b << M <> - —- - = ” 
. — < 1 — . — — 
I—— 7 = 3 - = —_— — ” __ = 
2 — e. 2 228 — — — —— — — 
— - 5 5 * — # - * 7 4 ms 3”. WII 
* — — - ng. - by * — — 2 — — _ 95 
: 
— 


— * 


. PS mo 
p4 - - . * S E Pr - 2 8 
— <= 
hen 5 1 ag 4 . ax 
1 = — — — 
— — — — — 
9 — 


— 
e 
— 

- — 


— — — — 
— 8 _— 
7 3 : 
* 2 
— — 


— 
DX — 0 
— 
& — 


= % 
; * 
ſt —— BUS: 
— — - — E I 
— . . _ 8 
— — - 
— If 7 > * 
« _ — * * 
22 . 


Kii 
4 


66 cintie. THURKA: 


FixvOAL nent tlie wofds of dhe ard: he 


tame in the firength of his fleel, They mixed 
their deathful ſpears? They raifed the gleam of 
their arms. But the ſword of Fingal deſcended 


and cut Frothal's fhieid in twain. His fair fide 


is expoſed ; half bent he foreſees his death. 
Darkneſs gathered on Utha's ſoul. The tear 


rolled down her check. She ruſhed to cover 


the chief with her fhicld; but a fallen oak met 
her ſteps. She fell on her arm of ſnow; her 
Meld, her helmet flew wide. Her white boſom 
heaved to the fight z her dark-brown hair is 


red on earth. 


Fix SAL pitied the whiib-atines maid ! he 
Aijea the uplifted fword. The tear was in the 
rye of the king, as, bending forward, he ſpoke. 
ing of freny Sora ! fear not the word of 
Fingak | It was never tamed with the blood of 
the vanquithed ; it never. pierced a fallen foe. 
Let thy people rejoice by thy native fireams. 
Let the maids of thy love be glad. Why fhouldefi 
thou fall in th# Forth, king of flreamy Sora?” 
Frothfl Heard the words of Fingal,” and: faw 
the rig aid they flood in filence, in their 
beauty ebe of the plain, when 
the owe en oh their leaves, and the 
Ford wilds are 110,10 9 0008 
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p. venkzz of Herman, ſaid F rothal, didſt 
— come from Torz's ſtreams; didſt thou COME, 
In thy beauty, to behold thy warrior low? But 
he was low before the mighty, maid of the flow- 
rolling eye! The feeble did not oyercome the 
Ton of car: borne Annir ! Terrible art thou, O 
king of Moryen! in battles of the ſpear. But, 
in peace, thou art like the ſun, whey he looks 
thro' a ſilent ſhower; the flowers lift their fair 
heads before him; the Sales ſhake their ruſtling 
wings. - O that thou wert in Sora! that my feaſt 
were ſpread | The future kings of Sora 7 
Tee thy arms and rejoice. They would rejoice 
at the fame of their fathers, who beheld the 
mighty Fingal ! Wo 

Sow of Annir, replied the king, the fame 
of Sora's race ſhall be heard! When chiefs are 
ſtrong in war, then does the fong ariſe! But if. 
their ſwords are ftretched over the feeble : if the 
blood of the weak has ſtained their arms; the 
baxd ſhall forget them in the ſong, and their 
tombs ſhall net be known, -- The ſtranger ſhall 
come and build there, and remove the heaped-up 
earth, - An half - worn ſword ſhall riſe before 
him; bending above it, he wilt fay, «© Theſe 
are the arms of the chieſs of old, but their names 
are not in. ſong.” Come thov, O Frothal, to 


©. as L457 


. 
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the feaſt of Iniftore ; let the maid of thy love be 
there ; let our faces brighten with joy! © 
FiNGAL took his ſpear, moving in the ſteps 
of his might. The gates of Carric-thura are 
opened wide. The feaſt of ſhells is ſpread. The 
bolt ſound of muſic aroſe. Gladneſs brightened 
in the hall. The voice of Ullin was heard; the 
harp of Selma was ſtrung. Utha rejoiced in his 
preſence, and demanded the ſong of grief; the 
big tear hung i in her eye, when the ſoft “ Cri- 
mora ſpoke. Crim ora the daughter of Rinval, 
who dwelt at Lotha's + roaring ſtream | The tale 
was long, but lovely; and W the bluſhing 
DN | 


# 


.Cnrnona © 


Wo cometh from the hill, ihe. 2 clone 
tinged with the beam of the weſt ? Whoſe voice 
-1s that, loud as 'the wind, but pleaſant as the 

"Harp of Carril ||? It is my love i in the light of 
= There n in betet this epiſads, as the 
ſituations of Crimora and Utha were ſo ſimilar. 

+ Lotha was the ancient name of one of the great rivers in 
the north of Scotland. The only one of them that ftill retains 

a name of alike ſound is Lochy, in Invernefsſhire;+ but whe- 
ther it is the river mentioned n. the wann will not 
pretend to ſay. ä [xl 

t Cri-mora, a woman of a rr fl. 

[| Perhaps the Carril mentioned here is the ſame with Cariil 
che ſon of Kinfena, Cuchullin's bard. The name itſelf is pro- 
per to tiny bard, as it ſignifies a. right 3 and harmonious ſound, 

ſteel; 


heh 
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ſteel; but fad i is his darkened brow ! Live the 
mighty race 'of W or what darkens in 


N 99 $ | 
Connal's foul *:? K oflial Id ant rt 


3 is 4 + 
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Conn. 


Ts HEY fine.” They return from the Jace, 
like a ſtream of light, The ſun is on their 
ſhields. . Like a ridge of fire they defcend the 


hill. Loud i is the voice of the youth the war, 
my love, is near l T o-morrow ] the dreadful 


Dargo comes to try the force of gur race. The 


4 


race of Fogg! he defies ; the race of battle and 


ConxAL, I faw his fails like grey miſt on che 
dark-brown wave. They flowly came to land. 
onna, A are the warriors of bn 


Connat. , * 7 4 f * 8 


uy i Bx1xG me thy father s ſhield; we boch, N 
ſhield of Rinvat 3 that ſhield like the full-orbed 
moon, when 1 25 moyes darkened e hea- 
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ot c, che fon. ef Djaran, was ane * the moſt finds 


: ys Fingal 3- he was flain in a battle. againſt Dargo a 
Briton; but whether by the hand of the ne 
E ad | 


nn 8 _ not 
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Tnar ſhield I bring, O Connal ; but is _ 
not defend my father. By the ſpear of Gormar 
he fell. Thou may ft fall, 2 | Conpal ! 


ConA. 


Patt 152 But raife my tomb, — 
Grey ftones, z mound of earth, ſhall ſend my 
name to other times. Bend thy red eye 
over my grave, beat thy mournful heaving 
breaſt. Though fair thou art, my love, aß 
the light ; more pleaſant than the gale of the' 
hill; yet I will nat here remain. Raiſe my 
tomb, Crimora ! 


CarMORA, | 


Turn ave 1 me thoſe arms that gleam; that 
ſword, and that ſpear of feel. I ſhall meet 
Dargo with Connal, and aid him in the fight, 
Farewel, ye rocks of Ardyen! ye deer ! and ye 
ſtreams of the hill! We ſhall | return no more, 
Our tombs are diflant far! | 

ff And did they return no more?” faid 
Utha's burſting ſigh. Fell the mighty. in 
battle, and did Crimora live? Her ſteps were 
lonely; ; her foul was fad for Connal. Was he 
not 70088 and loyely; like the beam of the 
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ſetting ſun 7” Ullin fav the yirgin . 
the ſoftly -trembling har P che ſong waz loy glx 
but ſad, and fence was in Carricethure, AA , 
.; AUTYMN, ig dark on, the muntaig e 
miſt refis op the hills. The whirlwind/inheard 
on the heath, Park rolls the, river through 
the narrow plain. A tree ſtands alone on the 
bill, and marks the. Humbering Connal. „ Tha 
leaves whirl, xaupd; wich the, wind, and. firew - 
the grave, af the dead. At tings are ſeen here 
the ghoſs of the departed, when the mung 
hunter along ſtalks lowly. yer the heath. 
Wno can reach the ſauree of thy race, 
Connal ? who recount thy fatbgrs Thy, family 
grew like an af on the mguptain, which meets 
eth the wing, with, its l0ſiy head. But now it i 
torn from the earth. Who ſhall fupply the place 
of Connal 7 Here was, the,dip, of arms; hers 
the, groans of the dying. Bloody are. tg wars 
of Fingal! O Connal! it was, here. thou did} 
fall. Tbine arm was like a florm; thy ſword 2 
beam of the: ſky; thy height, à rock on the 
plain; thine, eyes, a furnacg of fire. Louder 
chan a floh vgs thy Yoige, in the;battles of in 
fied. | Warriors fell by thy, fwoxd, as the abiile 
by the ſtaffiof a boy. Nargo the wighty cams 
on, darkening in his rage His brows were 

| PUTS into, wrath. His A like two n . 
rh F4 


e ARR IC THURA: 
in 2 rock. Bright roſe their foords on each. 
ſdde; loud was the clang of their fleet, 

THE daughter of Rinval was near 3 Cher 
bright in the armour of man; her yellow hair 
is looſe behind, her bow is in her hand. She 
followed the youth to the war, Connal ber 
much- beloved. She drew the ſtring e on Dargo; 
but erring The pierced her Connal. He falls 
ke an oak on the plain; like a rock from the 
ſhaggy hill. What ſhall ſhe do, ' hapleſs maid ! 
He bleeds; her Connal dies! All the night long 
ſhe cries, and all the day, O Connal, my 
love, and my friend !” With grief the ſad 
mourner dies! Earth here incloſes the lovelieſt 
pair on the hill. The graſs grows between the 
ſtones of the tomb; I often fit in the mournful 
ſhade. The wind fighs through the graſs ; their 
memory ruſhes on my mind. 'Undifturbed you 
now fleep together; in the tomb of the moun- 
tain you reft alone! 9 

And ſoft be their reſt, ſaid Utha, hapleſs 
children of fireamy Lotha! I will remember 
them with tears, and 'my ſecret ſong ſhall riſe; 
when the wind is in the groves of Tora, when 
the ſtream is roaring near. Then ſhall ey 
come on my ſoul, with all their lovely grief! 

THREE days feaſted the kings: on the fourth 
their white fails aroſe, The winds of the north 
K | drove 


KB: 00 M. 73 
drove Fingal to Morven's woody land. But 
the ſpirit of Loda fat, in his cloud, behind tie 
ſhips of Frothal. He hung forward with all 
his blaſts, and ſpread the white-bofomed falls. 
The wounds of his form were not forgot; he 
ſtill feared * the hand of the king g 


* The ſtory of Fingal and the ſpirit of Loda, ſuppoſed to. 
be the famous Odin, is the moſt extravagant fiction in all 
Offian's poems. It is not, however, without precedents in 
the beſt poets; and it muſt be ſaid for Offian, that he ſays 
nothing but what perfectly agreed with the notions of the 
times, concerning ghoſts, They thought the ſouls of the 
dead were material, and conſequently ſuſceptible of pain. 
Whether a proof could be drawn from this paſſage, that 
Oſſian had no notion of a divinity, I ſhall leave to others to 
determine: it appears, however, that he was of opinion, that 
ſuperior beings ought to wad no notice of what paſſed 
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ARGUMENT. 


This poem is compleat, and the ſubject of it, as of moſt of 
Oſſian's compoſitions, tragical. In the time of Comhal the 
fon of Trathal, and father of the celebrated Fingal, Clefs- 
Ammor the ſon of Thaddu and brother of Morna, Fingal's 
mother, was driven by a ſtorm into the river Clyde, on the 
banks of which ftood Balclutha, a town belonging to the 
Britons between the walls, He was hoſpitably received by 
Reuthamir, the principal man in the place, who gave him 
Moina his only daughter in marriage. Reuda, the ſon of 
Cormo, a Briton who was in love with Moina, came to 
Reuthamir's houſe, and behaved haughtily towards Cleſs- 
ammor. A quarrel inſued, in which Reuda was killed; 
the Britons, who attended him preſſed ſo hard on Cleſs- 
Ammor, that he was obliged | to throw himſelf into the 

Clyde, and ſwim to his ſhip, He hoiſted ſail, and the 
wind being favourable, bore him out to ſea. He often en- 
deavoured to return, and carry off his beloved Moina by 
night; but the wind — contrary, he was forced to 
deſiſt. 

Moina, who had been leſt with child '® her huſband» 
brought forth a ſon, and died ſoon after. — Reuthimir 
named the child Carthon, ij. e. the murmur of waves, from 
the ſtorm which carried off Cleſsammer his father, who was 
ſappoſed to have been caſt away, When Carthon was 
three years old, Comhal the father of Fingal, in one of his 
expeditions againſt the Britons, took and burnt Balclutha. 
Reuthamir was killed in the attack: and Carthon was car- 
ried ſafe away by his nurſe, who fled farther into the coun- 
try of the Britons. Carthon, coming to man's eſtate was 
reſolved to revenge the fall of Balclutha on Comhal's poſte- 
rity. He ſet ſail, from the Clyde, and, falling on the 
coaſt of Morven, defeated two of Fingal's heroes, who came 
to oppoſe his progreſs, He was, at laſt, unwittingly killed 
by his father Cleſsimmor, in a ſingle combat. This ftory is 
the foundation of the preſent poem, which opens on the 
night preceding the death of Carthon, ſo that what paſſed 
before is introduced by way of epiſode. The poem is ad- 
dreſſed to Malvina the daughter of Toſcar. 
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TALE of the times of old! T he deeds of 
days of other „ 

Tus murmur of thy ſtreams, O Lora, brings 

back the memory of the paſt. The ſound of 


thy woods, Garmallar, is lovely in mine ear. 


Doſt thou not behold, Malvina, a rock with 


its head of heath? T hree aged. pines bend from 


its face; green is the narrow plain at its feet; 
there the flower of the mountain grows, and 


ſhakes i its white head i in the breeze. | he thiſtle 


is there alone, ſhedding its aged beard. Two 


ones, half ſunk in the ground, ſhew their 


heads of moſs. The deer of the mountain avoids 


the place, for he beholds a dim ghoſt ſtanding 
there“. The mighty lie, O Navin 1 in che nar- 
roy plain of the ds - 


- 
_ * 0 3 


»” 


» es was 4 opinion & the times, that 40 ſaw thi FOR 


the dead. To this day, when beaſts ſuddenly ſtart without any 


apparent cauſe, the vulgar think that they ſee the n of the 
deceaſed. 
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A TALE of the times of old ! the deeds of 
N of other years! _ 

' Wao comes from the land of ſtrangers, with 
his thouſands around him? the ſun- beam pours 
its bright ſtream before him; his hair meets the 

wind of his hills. His face is ſettled from war. 
He is calm as the evening beam that looks, from 
the cloud of the weſt, on Cona's filent vale; 
Who is it but Comhal's ſon “, the king of 
mighty deeds ! He beholds his hills with joy, 
he bids a thouſand voices riſe. Ye have fled 
over your fields, ye ſons of the diſtant land! 
The king of the world fits in his hall, and hears 
of his people's flight. He lifts his red eye of 
pride ; he takes his father's ſword. Ye have fled 
over your fields, ſons of the diftant land!“ 

Suck were the words of the bards, when they 
came to Selma's halls. A thouſand lights + from 
the ſtranger's land roſe, in the midſt of the 

people. The feaſt is ſpread around; the night 
paſſed away in joy. Where is the noble Cleſs- 
ammor 4, ſaid the fair-haired Fingal ? Where 
is the brother of Morna, in the hour of my joy? 
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* Fingal returns here, from an expedition againſt the Ro- 
mans, which was celebrated * Oſlan 1 in a n called the 
I Jvift of Crona. 

4 Probably wax-lights ; which are often mentioned as car- 
ried, among other booty, from the Roman Py 

1 Cleſſamh mor, mighty deeds. 
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Sullen and dark he paſſes his days in the vale of 
ecchoing Lora: but, behold, he comes from the 
hill, like a Reed in his ſtrength, who finds his 
companions in the breeze; and toſſes his bright 
mane in the wind. Bleſt be the ſoul of Cleſs- 
immor, why ſo long from Selma ? L 
RETURNS the chief, ſaid Cleſsammor, in the 
midſt of his fame? Such was the renown of 
Comhal in the battles of his youth. Often did 
we paſs over Carun to the land of the ſtrangers : 
our ſwords returned, not unſtained with blood : 
nor did the kings of the world rejoice. Why do 
I remember the times of our war? My hair is 
mixed with grey. My hand forgets to bend the 
bow: I lift a lighter ſpear. O that my joy would 
return, as when I firſt beheld the maid ; the 
white boſomed daughter of age, Moina 25 
with the dark-blue eyes! 

TELL, faid the mighty Fingal, the tale of thy 
youthful days. Sorrow, like a cloud on the ſun, 
| ſhades the ſoul of Cleſsimmor. Mournful are 
thy thoughts, alone, on the banks of the raar- 
ing Lora. Let us hear the ſorrow of thy: ens 
and the darkneſs of thy days! 


| ® Moina, ſoft in temper and perſon. We find the Btitim 
names in this poem derived from the Galic, which, is a proof 


2 the ancient language of the whole TRE onneak dhe 
ame. 
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80 CARTH ON: 
« Ir was in the days of peace,” replied the 
great Cleſsammor, ** I came, in my bounding 
ſhip, to Balclutha's * walls of towers. The 
winds had roared behind my fails, and Clutha's + 
ſtreams received my dark-boſomed ſhip. Three 
days I remained in Reuthimir's halls, and ſaw 
his daughter, that beam of light. The joy of 
the ſhell went round, and the aged hero gave the 
fair. Her breaſts were like foam on the wave, 
and her eyes like ſtars of light: her hair was 
dark as the raven's wing: her ſoul was generous 
and mild. My love for A was great: my 
heart poured forth in joy.“ 
FTE ſon of a ſtranger came; a chief who 
loved the white-boſomed Moina. His words were 
mighty in the hall ; he often half-unſheathed his 
ſword. Where, faid he, is the mighty Comhal, the 
reſtleſs wanderer Þ of the heath? Comes he, with 
his hoſt, to Balclutha, ſince Cleſsammor is ſo 
l ? My ſoul, I replied, O warrior! burns! in a 


R eine ws on <> a. — 


. ²˙ A ˙ As 6a +” Da. Ycf 


. Balelutba, ie. th town of Ch 54. probably the alls of 


Bede. e 
+ Clatha, or Cluith, the Galic name of the river r Clyde, the 


fignification of the word is bending, in alluſion to the winding 
courſe of that river. From Clutha is ae its Latin name, 
. Glotta, 

1 The word in the original here We by reſt lei 6 
is Scuta, which is the true origin of the Scoti of the Romans; an 
opprobrious name impoſed by the Britons, on the Caledonian: 
on account of the continual incurſions 1 into their country. 
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A P O E M. 81 
light of i its: own. I fand without fear in the 
mid of thouſands; though the valiant are diſ- 
tant fal. Stranger ! thy words are mighty, for 
Cleſsammor is alone. But my ford trembles 
by my ſide, and longs to glitter in my hand. 
Speak no more of Combal, ſon of the winding 
CBE us En. 

„THE irength of his 15105 aroſe. We fought; 
he fell beneath my ſword: The banks of Cluths 
heard his fall ; a thouſand ſpears glittered around; 
I fought : the ſtrangers prevailed : I plunged 
into the fiream of Clutha. My white fails roſe 
over the waves, and 1 bounded on the dark-blue 
ſea. Moina came to the ſhore, and rolled the 
red eye of her tears: her looſe hair flew. on the 


wind; and I heard her mournful, diſtant cries. 
Often did I turn my ſhip ! but the winds of the 


Eaſt prevailed. Nor Clutha ever fince have! ſeen, 
nor Moina of the dark brown hair, She fell in 
Balclutha, for I have ſeen her ghoſt, I knew her 
as ſhe came through the duſky night, along the 
murmur of Lora: ſhe was like the new moon, 
ſeen through the gathered miſt: when the ſky 
pours down its flaky ſnow, and the world is 
filent and dark.” 
Raton „ ye bards, ſuc the 6 mighty m 
the 


„ Tho tide ofthis poem, ta the otighnal, is Duan na nlaoi, 


1. e. The Poem of the Hymns 2 * Hount of its many 
vor. I, digreſ- 
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2 ARK TH ON: 
the praiſe of unhappy Moina. Call her ghet, 


to-day ; yet a few years; and the blaſt of the 
deſart comes; it how in thy empty court; and 
hiſtles round thy half. worn ſhield. And let the 


Ay, that Fingal 's laws were extant in his on time. 


with your ſongs, to our hills; that mne mæy reſt 


with the fair of Morven, the fun! beams of other 
days, the delight of heroes of old. I have ſcen 


the walls of Balclutha, but they were deſolate. 
The fire had refounded in the halls: and the 
voice of the people is heard no more. The 


ſtream of Clutha was removed from its place, by 


the fall of the walls. The thiſtle ſhook, there, 
its lonely head: the moſs whiftled to the wind. 
The fox looked out, from the windows, che rank 


gras of the wall waved round its head. Deſd- 


1 is the dwelling of Moina, fllence is in' che 
e of her fathers. Raiſe the Torig bf 'montn- 


bg 70 bald, over the land of ſtrangers. They 
| Have but fallen before us: for, one day, We 


muſt fall. Why doſt thou build the hall, wn ef 


the winged days? Thou lookeſt from thy tower; 


blaſt of the defart' cove ! we mall be renown 
in our day! The mark of my arm hall be in 


battle; my name in in the fong of Bards, "Rail 


Uigreſidns hg the ſubject, at which are in ute, 


28 this ſong of Fingal. Fingal 3 is celebrated by the Iriſh hiſ- 


torianz for his wiſdom in making laws, his poetical genius, 
and his foreknowledge of events. O Flaberty gots ſo far ts to 


- the 


- in oy vw 


a of of a v ² m . a, a 9s 


28 
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A., F O N. is. 
the ſong ; ſend round the ſhell: let joy be heard 


in my hall. When thou, ſun of heaven, ſhalt 


fail ! if thou ſhale fail, thou mighty light! if 
thy brightneſs is for a ſeaſon, like Fingal ; our 
fame ſhall ſurvive thy beams 

Such was the ſong of Fingal, in the day of 
his joy. His thouſand bards leaned forward 
from their ſeats, to hear the voice of the king. 
It was like the mufic of harps on the gale of the 


ſpring. Lovely were thy thoughts, O Fingal ! 


why had not Offian the ſtrength of thy ſoul? 
But: thou flandeſt alone, my father! who can 
equal the king of Selma ? 

Tx night paſſed away in ſong; morning 1 re- 
turned in joy. The mountains ſhewed their 
grey heads; the blue face of ocean ſmiled. The 
white wave is ſeen tumbling round the diſtant 
rock; a miſt roſe, ſlowly, from the lake. It 
came, in the figure of an aged man, along the 
ſilent plain. Its large limbs did not move in 
ſteps; for a ghoſt ſupported, it in mid air. It 
came towards Selma's hall, and diflolyed in a 


ſhower of blood. 


Tux king alone beheld the fight, 3 he fore- 
ſaw the death of the people. He came, in 


filence, to his hall; and took his father's ſpear. 


The mail rattled on his breaſt. The heroes roſe 
around. They looked, in ſilence, on each 
0's | other, | 


84 SCART H ON; 
other, marking the eyes of Fingal.” They faw 
battle in his face: the death of armies on his 
ſpear. A thouſand ſhields, at once, are placed 
on theit arms; they drew a thouſand ſwords. 
The hall of Selma brightened around. The 
clang of arms aſcends. The grey dogs howl 
in their place. No word is among the mighty 
chiefs. Each marked the eyes of the king; and 
or aſſumed his ſpear. 
| Sons of Morven, begun the king, this is no 
time to fill the ſhell. The battle darkens near 
us; death hovers over the land. Some ghoſt, 
the friend of Fingal, has forewarned us of the 
foe. The ſons of the ſtranger come from the 
darkly-rolling ſea. For, from the water, came 
the ſign of Morven's gloomy danger. Let 
each aſſume his heavy ſpear, each gird on his 
father's ſword. Let the dark helmet riſe on 
every head; the mail pour its lightening from 
every fide. The battle gathers like a ſtorm; Toon 
ſhall ye hear the roar of death. 
Tus hero moved on before his hoſt, Ike a 
cloud before a ridge of green fire; when it 
pours on the ſky of night, and mariners foreſee 
a ſtorm. On Cona's riſing heath they tood : the 
white-boſomed maids beheld them above like a 
grove; they foreſaw the death of the youth, and 
38 towards the ME. with fear. The White 
wave 


+ | 
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wave deceived them for diſtant ſails; the tear is 
on their cheek | The ſun roſe on the ſea, and 
we beheld 2 diſtant fleet. Like the miſt of 
ocean they came: and poured their youth 
upon the coaſt. The chief was among them, 
like the ſtag in the mid of the herd. His ſhield 
is ſtudded with gold; ſtately firode the king of 
ſpears. He moved towards Selma; his thou- 
ſands moved behind. NE] 
Go, with a ſong of peace, nid F. nk ; 20, 
Ullin, to the king of ſwords. Tell him that we 
are mighty in war; that the ghoſts of our foes 
are many. But renowned are they who have 
feaſted in my halls ! they ſhew the arms of 
my fathers in a foreign land: the ſans of the 
ſtrangers wonder, and bleſs the friends of Mor- 
ven's race; for our names have been heard afar; 
the kings of the world ſhook in the midſt of 
their hoſt. f =P 
DrrIx went with his ſong. "Fingal reſted on 
his ſpear : he ſaw the mighty foe in his armour : 
he bleſt the ſtranger's ſon. How ſtately art 
thou, ſon of the ſea! ſaid the king of woody 
Morven. Thy ſword is a beam of fire by thy 
® It was a cuſtom among the ancient Scots, to exchange 
arms with their gueſts, and thoſe arms were preſerved long in 


the different families, as . 
ee 
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98 CARTHON: 

fide: thy ſpear is 4 pine that defies the form. 

The varled face of the moon is not broader thin 

thy ſhield. Ruddy is thy face of youth! ſoft 

the ringlets of thy hair! But this tres may fall; 

and his memory be forgot | The daughter of the 

firanger will be fad, looking to the rolling ſea : 
© the children will fay, © We ſee a ſhip ; perhaps 
| it is the king of Balclutha.” The tear ftarts 

from their mother's eye. Her thoughts are of 
him who fleeps in Morven ! 

Svc were the words of the king, when Ullin 
came to the mighty Carthon : he threw down 
the ſpear before him; he raifed the ſong of 
peace. Come to the feaſt of Fingal, 'Carthon, 
from the rolling ſea | partake of the feaſt of the 
king, or lift the ſpear of war! The ghoſts of out 
foes are many: but renowned are the friends of 
Morven ! Behold that field, O Carthon; many 
a green hill riſes there, with moſſy ſtones and 
ruſtling graſs : theſe are the tombs of Fingal 5 
foes, the ſons of the rolling fea!” ? 
Dos r thou fpeak to the weak in arms!“ 
ſaid Carthon, ** bard of the woody Morven ? 15 
my face pale for fear, ſon of the peaceful ſong? 
Why, then, doſt thou think to darken my ſoul 
with the tales of thoſe who fell? My arm has 
fought in battle; my renohn is known afar. 


Go to the feeble in arms, bid them yield to Fin- 
5 gal. 


; 
: 
. 
; 
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gal, Have not I ſcen the fallen Balcluha? And 
thall 1 feat with Comhal's ſan? Comhal! w- 
threw his fire, in the midſt of my father's hall! 
I was young, and knew: not the cauſe, why, the 
virgins wept. The columns of ſmoke. pleaſed 
mine eye, when they roſe above my walls! 1 
often looked; back, with gladneſe, when my 
triends fled along the hill. But when the years 
of my youth came on, I beheld the moſs of my 
fallen walls: my figh aroſe with the morning, 
and my tears deſcended with night. Shall I not 
fight, I aid to my ſoul, againſt the children of 
my foes? And I will fight, 0 Sy 1 feel the 
ſtrength of my ſnul. 

His people gathered around the 8 and 
drew, at once, their ſnining ſwords. He ſlands, 
in the midſt, like a pillar of fire; the tear half- 
ſtarting from his eye; for he thought of the fal- 
len Balclutha; the crowded pride of his ſoul 
aroſe. Sidelong he looked up to the hill, where ö 
our heroes ſhone in arms; the ſpear trembled in 
his hand: bending forward, he ſeemed o 
threaten the king. 

SHALL I, ſaid Fingal to his ſoul, . meet, 4+ 
1 youth ? Shall I top him, in the midſt 
of his courſe, before his fame ſhall ariſe ? But the. 
bard, hereafter, may fay, when he ſecs the tomb 

1 4855 „ N 
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88 CARTHON: 

of Carthon ; Fingal took his thouſands to battle, 
before the noble Carthon fell. No : bard of the 
times to come l thou ſhalt. not leſſen Fingal's 
fame. My heroes will fight the youth, and Fin- 
gal behold the war. If he overcomes, I ruſh, 
in my ftrength, like the roaring” ſtream of 


Cona. Who, of my chiefs, will meet the ſon of 


the rolling ſea? Many are his warriors on the 
coaſt: and ſtrong is his aſhen ſpear i _ 
 CATHUL * roſe, in his ſtrength, the ſon of 
the mighty Lormar : three hundred youths at- 
tend the chief, the race ꝶ of his native ſtreams. 
Feeble was his arm againſt Carthon, he fell; and 
his heroes fled. Connal ꝓ reſumed the battle, but 
he broke his heavy ſpear : he lay bound on the 
field: Carthon purſued his people. 


 CLassaMmor |! faid the king || of Morven, 


where'is the ſpear of thy ſtrength ? Wilt. thou 
behold Connal bound; thy friend, at the ſtream 
of Lora? Riſe, in the . of thy: ſteel, com- 


9 Cath-huil, 3 eye if battle. 


- + It appears, from this paſſage, that « clanſhip was eſtabliſhed, 


in the days of Fingal, though not on the ſame footing with the 
preſent tribes in the north of Scotland. 

1 This Connal is very much celebrated, in ancient poetry, for 
bis wiſdom and valour: there is a ſmall tribe fill ſubfiſting, in 
the North, who pretend they are deſcended from him. 


| Fingal did not then Know me Carihon was the ſon 7 5 
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panion of valiant Comhal. Let the youth of 
Balclutha feel the ſtrength of Morven's race. 
He roſe in the ſtrength of his ſteel, ' ſhaking his 
grizly locks. He fitted the ſhield to his fide. 3 1 
ruſhed, in the pride of valour. 

 CarTtHon ſtood, on a rock; he ſaw. the ha 
ruſhing on. He loved the dreadful joy of his 
face: his ſtrength, in the locks of age! Shall 
I lift that ſpear, he ſaid, that never ſtrikes, but 
once, a ſoe? Or ſhall I, with the words of peace, 
preſerye the warrior's life ? Stately are his ſteps 
of age |. lovely the remnant of his years! Per- 
haps it is the huſband of Moina; the father of 
car-borne Carthon. Often have I heard, po he 
dwelt at the ecchoing ſtream of Lora.“ 
SUCH were his words, when Cleſiimmor nk 


and lifted high his ſpear. The youth received it on 


his ſhield, and ſpoke the words of peace. War- 
rior of the aged locks! Is there no youth to lift the 
ſpear ? Haſt thou no ſon, to raiſe the ſhield before 
his father, to meet the arm of youth? Is the ſpouſe 
of thy love no more? or weeps ſhe over the 
tombs of thy ſons? Art thou of the kings of 
men? What will be the fame of my 00 
ſhould'ſt thou fall? | | 
Ir will be great, thou ſon of rie beben 
the tall Cleſsammor. I have been renowned in 
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bottle; but I never told my name * to 2 fos. 
Yield to me, fon of the wave, then · ſnalt thou 
know, that the mark of my fword is in many a 
feld. I never yielded, king of ſpears l re- 
plied the noble pride of Carthon: I have alſo 
fought'in war; I behold my future fame. De- 
piſe me not, thou chief of men; my arm, my 
ſpear is ſtrong. Retire among thy friends, let 
younger heroes fight.” Why doſt thou wound 
my ſoul, replied Cleſsàmmor with a tear? Age 
does not tremble on my hand; I Rill can lift 
the ſword. Shall I fly in Fingal's fight; in the 
fight of him I love? Son of the ſea! I never 
fled : exalt thy pointed ſpear. 5 

_ Trey fought, like wo contending winds, 
that ſtrive to roll the wave. Carthon bade his 
ſpear to err; he ſtill thought that the foe was 
the ſpouſe of Moina. He broke Cleſsammor's 
beamy fpear in twain : | he ſeized his ſhining 
fword. But as Carthon was binding the chief; 
1 22 e ee of his Abe. He 


AL , 
I ea to n in | tho 
days of heroiſm, a'manifeſt evaſion of fighting him ; for, if it 
was once known, that friendſhip ſubſiſted, of old, between the 
anceſtors of the combatants, the battle immediately ceaſed ; 
and the ancient amity of their forefathers was renewed. Aman 
20 tells his nam to his enemy, was of old an bs LETT 
for a coward. Dan JO 3 3-17 1 ab3646 
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aw the for's In Why wy res 
2 wound. | 

Tren- ſaw — W : he moved in 
the ſound of his ſtetl· THE hoff flood filent, in 
his preſence ; they turned their eyes to the 
king. He came, like the fullen noiſe of 2 ſtorm, 
before the winds arife : the hunter hears it in 
the vale; and retires to the cave of the rock. 
Carthon ſtood in his place: the blood is ruſhing 
down his fide : he faw the coming down of the 
king ; his hopes of fame aroſe *; but pale was 
his check: his hair flew loofe, his helmet ſhook - 
on high : : the force of Carthon failed ; but his 
foul wis ſtrong. 1885 

FincaL beheld the heroe's ico f he FP 
the uplifted ſpear. © Yield, king of ſwords! 
faid Comthal's fon ; 1 behold thy blood. Thou 
kaft been mighty in battle; and thy fame ſhall 
never fade. Art thou the king ſo far renowned, 
replied the car=bothe Carthon ? Art thou that 
light of death, that frightens the kings of the 
world? But why ſhould Carthon aſk ?” for he ts | 
like the ſtream of his hills; ſtrong as a river; in 


» * This expreſion admits of 1 cicher chas 
Carthon hoped to acquire glory by killing Fingal; or to be 
rendered famous by falling by bis hand. The laſt is the molt 
probable, as Carthon is already wounded. 5 


his 
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his courſe: ſwift. as the eagle of. heaven. O 

that I had fought with the king; that my fame 
might be great in ſong! that the hunter, be- 
holding my tomb, might ſay, he fought with 
be mighty Fingal. But Carthon dies unknown; 
he has poured out his force on the weak.” _ 

Bur thou ſhalt not die unknown, replied the 
king of woody Morven ; my bards are many, 
O.Carthon, their ſongs deſcend to future times, 


The children of years to come ſhall hear the 
e. of n ; When they fit. round the 


«4 * + 


of old. T he hunter, fitting in the heath, ſhall 
| hear the ruſtling blaſt; and, raiſing his eyes, 
behold the rock where Carthon fell. He ſhall 
turn to his ſon, * ſhew the place where the 
mighty fought ; „There the king of Balclu- 
tha fought, like the en of Aa thouſand 
fireams.”” 

Joy roſe in 'Carthom s * : * liked his 
— eyes. He gave his ſword to Fingal, to 
lie within his hall, that the memory of Bal - 

clutha's King might remain in Morven. The 


+ In the north of Scotland, till very lately, they Wa a 
large trunk of an oak at their feſtivals; it was called 70% trunk 
of the feaft, - Time had, ſo much, conſecrated the cuſtom, 
that the yolgar thoughy it a kind of ſacrilege to diſuſe ĩt. 


battle 
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battle ceafed along the field, the bard had ſung the 
ſong of peace. The chiefs gathered round the 
falling Carthon; they heard his words, with 
ſighs. Silent they leaned on their ſpears, while 
Balclutha's hero ſpoke. His hair fighed in the 
wind, and his voice was fad and low. 3 
„ KINe of Morven, Carthon ſaid, I fall in 
the midſt of my courſe. A foreign tomb re- 
ceives, in youth, the laſt of Reuthämir's race. 
Darkneſs dwells in Balchutha : the ſhadows of 
grief in Crathmo. But raiſe my remembrance 
on the banks of Lora: where my fathers dwelt. 
Perhaps the huſband of Moina will mourn over 
his fallen Carthon.“ His words reached the 
heart of Cleſsàämmor: he fell; in filence, on his 
ſon. The hoſt flood darkened around: no 
voice is on the plain. Night came, the moon, 
from the eaſt, looked on the mournful field: 
but till they ſtood, like a filent grove that lifts 
its head on Gormal, when the loud winds are 
laid, and dark autumn is on the plain. 
- Taxes days they mourned above Carthon; 
on the fourth his father died. In the narrow 
plain of the rock they lie; a dim ghoſt defends | 
their tomb. There lovely Moina is often ſeen; 
when the ſun-beam darts on the rock, and All 
e vo is dark. There the is ſeen, Malvina, 

but 
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manded his bards to mark the day, when 


94 C ART H ON: 

but not like the daughters of the hill. Her 
robes are from the ome land; th is 
Aill alone! | : 
 FinGaL was fad for Cy 3 com- 


ſhadowy autumn returned: And often did they 


mark the day and ſing the hero's praiſe. . < Who 


comes fo dark from ocean's roar, like autumn: 
ſhadowy cloud? Death is trembling in his 
Hand ! his eyes are flames of fire | Who roars 


along dark Lora's heath? Who but Carthon, 


king of ſwords? The people fall! ſee l how he 
ſtrides, like the ſullen ghaſt. of Marven ! But 
there he lies a goodly oak, which ſudden blaſts 
overturned ! When ſhalt thou riſe, ;Balclutha's 
joy! When, Carthon, ſhalt thou arife? Who 


comes ſo dark from ocean's roar, like autumn 


ſhadowy. cloud ?” Such were the words of the 


bards, in the day of their mourning : Oſſian 


often joined their voice ; and added to their 
ſong. My ſoul has been mournful for Car- 
thon ; he fell in the days of his youth: and 


thou, O Cleſsammor ! where is thy dwelling in 
the wind? Has the youth forgot his Wund? 


Flies he, on clouds, with thee? I feel the ſun, 
O Malvina, leave me to my reſt. Perhaps 
. may come to my dreams 1 think A hear 

a feeble 
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a ſeddle voce The beam if hoavandelightts 6 
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around I. Has N ant z ellitt 

O ru ae dead i eee 
ſhield of my fathers! Whence are thy beams, 
O ſun! thy everlaſting light? Thou comeſt 
forth, in thy awful beauty; the ftars hide them- 
ſelves in the ſky; the moon, cold and pale, 
finks in the weſtern wave. But thou thyſelf 


moveſt alone: who can be a companion of thy 


courſe ! The oaks of the mountains fall: the 
mountains themſelves decay with years; the 
ocean ſhrinks and grows again: the moon her- 
ſelf is loft in heaven; but thou art for ever the 
fame; rejoicing in the brightneſs of thy courſe. 
When the world is dark with tempeſts ; when 
thunder rolls, and lightning flies; thou lookeſt 
in thy beauty, from the elouds, and laugheſt at 
the ſtorm. But to Oſſian, thou lookeſt in vain; 
for he beholds thy beams no more; whether 
thy yellow hair flows on the eaſtern clouds, or 
thou trembleſt at the gates of the weſt. But 


thou art perhaps, like me, for a ſeaſon, thy 


years will have an end. Thou ſhalt fleep in thy 
clouds, careleſs of the voice of the morning. 
Exult then, O ſun, in the ſtrength of thy youth ! 
| 1580 is dark and unlovely ; it is like the glim- 
J. mering 


55 


C ART H ON: 
mering light of the moon, when it ſhines 
through broken clouds, and the miſt is on the 
Hills; the blaſt of north is on the plain, the tra- 


4 


by 


yeller ſhrinks in the midſt of his journey. 
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Aſter an addreſs to Malvina, the daughter of Toſcar, Offian 
proceeds to relate his own expedition to Fuärfed, an iſland 
of Scandinavia. Mal-orchol, king of Fuirfed, being hard 
. preſſed in war, by Ton-thormod, chief of Sar-dronlo, (whe 
had demanded, in vain, the daughter of Mal-orchol in 
marriage) Fingal ſent Offian to his 'aid. Oflian, on the 


day after his arrival, came to battle with Ton-thormod, and 


took him priſoner. Mal-orchol offers his daughter Oina- 

morul to Offian ; but he, diſcovering her paſſion for Ton- 
thormod, generouſly ſurrenders her to her lover, and brings 

about a reconciliation between the two kings. | 
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M flies the unconſtant ſun, over Larmof'? 


X graſſy hill; ſo paſs the tales of old, along 
my ſoul; by night! When bards are removed to 
their place; when harps are hung in "Selma's 


hall; then comes a voice to Oſſian, and awakes g 
his ſoul ! It is the voice of years that are gone! 
they roll: before me, with all their deeds! I ſcize 


the tales, as they paſs, and pour them forth in 


ſong. Nor a troubled ſtream is the ſong of the- 


king, it is Ile the riſing of muſic from Lutha of 
the ſtrings. Lutha of many firings, not ſilent are 
thy ſtreamy rocks, when the white hands of 


Malvina move upon the harp! Light of the 
ſhadowy” thoughts, that fly acroſs my ſoul, 
daughter of Toſcar of helmets; wilt thou not 


hear the ſong! We call back, maid of Lathe, 
the years that have rolled away 
It was in the days of the king, while 


yet my locks were young, that I marked 


H 2 L Con- 
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Con-cathlin * on high, from ocean's nightly 
wave. My courſe was towards the iſle of 
F uirfed, woody dweller of ſeas! Fingal had 
ſent me to the aid of Mal-orchol, king of 
Fuirfed wild: for war was around him, and 
our fathers had met, at the feaſt. 
Ix Col-coiled, I bound my fails; I: ſent my 
ſword to Mal-orchol of ſhells. He knew the 
ſignal of Albion, and his joy aroſe. He came 
from his own high hall, and ſeized my hand in 
grief. Why comes the race of heroes to a 
falling king? Ton-thormod of many ſpears. is 
the chief of wavy Sar-dronlo. He ſaw and 
loved my daughter, white · boſomed Oina-morul. 
He ſought ; I denied the maid; for our fathers 
had been focs. He came, with battle, to 


* Con-caiblin; mild bm of the waur. What tar was ſo 
called of old is not eaſily aſcertained. Some now diſtinguiſh the 
pole-ſtar by that name. A ſong, which is Kill in repute, 
among the ſea-faring part of the Highlanders, alludes to this 
paſſage of Oſſian. The author commends the knowlege of 
fan in ſea affairs, a merit, which, perhaps, ſew of us mo- 
derns will allow him, or any in the age in which he lived. 
One thing i is Certain, that, the Caledonians often made their 
way thro? the dangerous and tempeſtuous ſeas of Scandinavia; 
which is more, perhaps, than the more poliſhed nations, 


ſubſiſting i in thoſe. times, dared to venture. In | eſtimating 


the degree of knowledge of arts among the antients, we 


ought not to bring it into cotnpariſon with the improvements 


of modern times. Our advantages over them OY more 
from uecident, t than any marks 0 of OUTS, 
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Fuirfed ; my people are rolled away. Why 
comes the race of heroes to a falling king 1 
T come not, I aid, to look, like a boy, on 
the ſtrife. Fingal remembers Mal-orchol, and 
his hall for ſtrangers. From his wayes, the 
warrior deſcended, on thy woody ile. Thou 
wert no cloud before him. Thy feaſt was ſpread 
with ſongs. For this my ſword ſhall riſe; and 
thy foes perhaps may fail. Our friends are 


not forgot i in their r danger, tho diſtant is & our 
7 

Jock are like the voice ith Cruth- 1648: Shin he 
ſpeaks, from his parting cloud, ftrong dweller 
of the ſKky! Many have rejoiced at my feaſt ; 
but they all have forgot Mal- orchol. I Bt 
locked towards all the winds; but no white falls 


were ſeen. But ſteel * * "refbiinds In by 4 hall; and 
. not 
© There is a mo atire Ea in.this Dm Wc 
the gueſts of Mal-orchol, Had his feaſt been ſtill ſpread, had 


joy continued in his hall, his former paraſites would not have 


failed to reſort to him. But as the time of feſtivity was paſt, 

their attendance alſo ceaſed. The ſentiments of a certain old 

bard are agreeable to this obſervation. He, poetically, com- 

pares a great man to a fire kindled in a deſart place. Thoſs 

that pay court to him, ſays he, are rolling large around 

like the ſmoke about the fire. This ſmoke gives che fre a4 

great appearante at a diſtance, bat it is but an empty vupour 

itſelf, and varying its form at every breeze, When the trunk, 

we fed the fire, is conſumed, the ſmoke departs on all the 
H 3 | winds. 
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not the joyful ſhells. Come to my dwelling, 
race. of heroes; dark-ſkirted night is near. 
Hear the yoice of ſongs, from the maid of 
F Fuirfed v wild. 
Wr went. On the 3 == the, white | 
| hands of Oina-morul. She waked her own ſad 
tale, from every trembling. ſtring. I ſtood. in 
filence; for bright in her locks was the daughter 
of many iſles ! Her eyes were two ftars, looking 
forward thro' a ruſhing ſhower. The mariner 
marks them on high, and bleſſes the lovely 
beams. With morning we ruſhed to battle, 
to Tormul's reſounding, ſtream: © the + foe 
moved to the ſound of Ton- thormod's boſſy 
ſhield. From wing to wing the ſtrife was 
mixed. I met Ton-thormod in fight. Wide 
flew his broken ſteel. I ſeized the king in war. 
I gave his hand, bound faſt with thongs, to 
Mal-orchol, the giver of ſhells. Joy roſe. at 
the feaſt of Fuärfed, for the foe had failed. 
T on-thormod turned his face away, from ind: 


| morul of iſles 1. 


winds, _ $0 the flatterers forſake their chief, when his power 
declines.“ I have choſen to give a paraphraſe, rather than a 
tranſlation, . of this paſſage, as the original is. verboſe and 
frothy, notwithſlanding of the ſentimental merit of the author. 
He was one of the leſs antient bards, and their compoſitions 
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Sow of Fingal, begun Mal-orchol, | not for- 
got ſhalt thou paſs. from me. A light ſhatl 
dwell in thy ſhip, Oina-morul of ſlow-rolling 
eyes. She ſhall kindle gladneſs, along thy 
mighty ſoul. Nor unheeded ſhall the maid 
move in Selma, thro' the dwelling of kings! 
In the hall 1 lay in night. Mine eyes were 
| half: cloſed in ſleep. Soft muſic came to mine 
ear: it was like the rifing breeze, that whirk, 
at firſt, the thifile's beard; then flies, dark. | 
ſhadowy, over the graſs. It was the maid of C2/,.3 
Fuirfed wild! ſhe raiſed the nightly Jong; ſhe — 
knew that my ſoul was a ſtream, that flowed at 
pleaſant ſounds. / ** 4 Who looks,“ ſhe ſaid; 
* from his rock, on ocean's cloſing miſt? His 
long locks, like the raven's wing, are wanders 
ing on the blaſt. Stately are his ſteps in grlef l 
The tears are in his eyes! His manly breaſt is 
heaving over his burſting ſoul! Retire; Ian 
diſtant far; a wanderer in lands unknown. The? 
the race of kings are around me, yet my ſoul 
is dark. Why have our fathers been foes; 
Ton-thormod love of maids !“ : 8 
* Sorr voice of the ſtreamy ile, 1 faid, 
60 © hy doſt thou mourn by night? The race of 
daring Trenmor are not the dark in foul. Thou 
ſhalt not wander, by ſtreams unknown, blues 
eyed Oina-morul | Within this boſom is a voice; 


2 
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104 OINA- MORUL. 
it comes not to other ears: it bids Oſſian hear 


the hapleſs, in their hour of woe. Retire, ſoft 
ſinger by night; Ton-thormod ſhall not mourn 
on his rock! 

WiIrn morning I looſed the king... I gave 
the long-haired maid. Mal-orchol heard my 
words, in the midſt of his echoing halls. © King 
of Fuirfed wild, why ſhould Ton-thormod- 
mourn? He is of the race of heroes, and a 
flame in war. Your fathers have been foes, but 
now their dim ghoſts rejoice. in death. They 
ſtretch their hands of miſt to the ſame ſhell in 
Loda. Forget their rage, ye warriors, it was 
the cloud of other years.” 

SUCH were the deeds of Oſſian, 5 yet his 
| lacks were young: tho' lovelineſs, with a robe 
of beams, clothed the. daughter of many iſles. - 
We call 'back, maid of Lutha, the years that 
have rolled away |! 
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Fixcal e Offian and Toſcar, the ſon of Conloch and 
| father of Malvina, to raiſe a ſtone, on the banks of the 
' ſtream of Crona, to perpetuate the memory of a victory, which 
he had obtained in that place. When they were employed 
in that work, Car-ul, a neighbouring chief, invited them 
to a feaſt, They went: and Toſcar fell deſperately in love 
with Colna- dona, the daughter of Car-ul, Colna-dona be, 
came no leſs enamoured, of Toſcar, An incident, at a hunt- 
ing party, Pp their "loves to a happy iſſue. 
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1OL-AM oN of troubled — dark 


halls! There dwelt bright Colna-dona, the 
daughter of the king. Her eyes were rolling 
ſtars; her arms were white as the foam of 
fireams, Her breaſt roſe ſlowly to fight, like 
gcean's heaving wave. Her ſoul was a ſtream of 


=> » 


0 e Ggnifies the love of heroes, Col-amon, nar- 
rpw river, Car- ul, dark-egjed. Col-amon, the reſidence of 
Car-ul, was in the neighbourhood of Agricola's wall, towards 
the ſouth. Car-ul ſeems to have been of the race of thoſe Bri- 
tons, who are diſtingujſhed by the name of Maiatz, by the 
writers of Rome. Maiatæ is derived fram two Galic words, 
Mot, a plain, and Arion, inhabitants ; ſo that the fignifica- 


given to the Britons, who were ſettled in the Lowlands, in con- 


flon of N orth-Britaip, | | 
3 8 n ght. 


4 wanderer of diſtant vales, I behold thy 
courſe, between trees, near Car-ul's echoing. 


n 


tion of Maiatz is, the inhabitants of the plain country; a name 


tradiſtinQjon to the Caledonians, (i. e. Cat -von, the Gals 
of the bills) who were md 0 the more moyntainous divi- 
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108 COLNA-DONA: 


light. Who, among the maids, was like the love 
of heroes? 

.BznzATH the voice of the king, we moved ta 
Crona * of the ſtreams, Toſcar of graſſy Lutha, 
and Oſſian, young in fields, Three bards at- 
tended with ſongs. Three boſſy ſhields were 
born before us : for we were to rear the ſtone, 
in memory of the paſt. By Crona's * moſſy 
courſe, Fingal had ſcattered his foes : he had 
rolled away the ſtrangers, like a troubled ſea. 
We came to the place of renown : from the 
mountains deſcended night. I tore an oak from 
its hill, and raiſed a flame on high. I bade my 
fathers to look down, from the clouds of their 
hall; for, at the fame of their race, they 
brighten in the wind. 

I Took a ſtone from the dream, amidſt the 
ſong of bards. The blood of Fingal's foes hung 

curdled in its ooze. Beneath, I placed, at in- 


3 oe OR —— . —_— — — 2 — . 


©. * Crona, murmuring, was the name of a ſmall ſtream, which 
diſcharged itſelf in the river Carron, It is often mentioned 
eke and the ſcenes of many of his poems are on its banks. 
enemies, whom Fingal defeated here, are not mentioned. 
They were, probably, the provincial Britons; That tract of 
coyntry between the Firths of Forth and Clyde has been, thro' 
all antiquity, famous for battles and rencounters, between the 
different nations, who were poſſeſſed of North and Sduth Bri- 
tain. Stirling, a town-fituated there, derives its name from 
that very circumſtance. It is a corruption of the Galic name, 
STRILA, i. e. the bill, or rock, 2 TD, | 
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NAP OE N. 109 
tervals, three boſſes from the ſhields of fbes, 28 
roſe or fell the ſound of Ullin's nightly ſong. 
Toſcar laid a dagger in earth, à mail of ſound- 
ing ſteel. We raiſed” the mould around the 
ſtone, and bade it ſpeak to other years. 
Oozy daughter of ſtreams, that now art reared 
on high, ſpeak to the feeble,” O ſtone, aſter Sel- 
ma's race have failed! Prone, from the ſtormy 
night, the traveller ſhall lay him, by thy fide : 
thy whiflling- moſs ſhall ſound in his dreams; 
the years that were paſt ſhall return. Battles riſe 
before him, blue. ſhielded kings deſcend to war: 
the darkened moon looks from heaven, on the 
troubled field. He ſhall burſt, with morning; 
from dreams; and ſee the tombs of «warriors 
round. He ſhall aſk about the ſtone, and the 
aged ſhall reply, T his grey ſtone was raiſed % 
Offian, a chief of other years! T 

* FROM Col-amon came a bard, from Carint) 
the friend of 3 He bade us to the feaſt 
HANG GY 1-H A A 2502 Ihe eo 'of 


1 


1 4 85 1 ya of 


lar, in the days of Ofian, that there can be no 
were originally the füme people; aud deſcended from thb 

Gauls who firſt poſſeſſed themſelves f South-Britain, and grä- 
dually migrated to the north.” This hypotliefis'is more rari6hi 1 
| than'the idle fables of Ill. informed ſeflachles, uh bring me 


citus, (which, by- the-. bye was only founded on & Hmflarity f 
the perſonal figure of the Caledonians to the Germans of his 
EY | "Own 


* The manners of the Britons 185 RE were 3 eh | 
oubt, that the 1 


Caledonians from diſtant countries,” The bare opitiioh of TA- 
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its COLNA-DONA: 

of kings, to the dwelling of bright Colna-dona: 
We went to tlie hall of harps. There Car-ul 
brightened between his aged locks, when he be- 
held the ſons of his enn like two young 
— before him. . 

-< Sons of the mighty,” he fad te ye belng 
back the days of old, when firſt J deſcended from 
waves, on Selma's ſtreamy vale ! I purſued Duth- 
mocarglos, dweller of ocean's wind. Our fathers 
had been foes, we met by Clutha's winding waters; 
He fled, along the ſea, and my ſails were ſpread 
behind him. Night deceived me, on the deep. | 
came to the dwelling of kings, to Selma of high- 
boſomed maids. © Fingal came forth with his 
bards, and Conloch, arm of death. I feafted 
three days in the hall, and ſaw the blue- eyes of 
Erin, Ros-crana, daughter of heroes, light of 
Cormac's race. Nor forgot did my ſteps de- 
part: the kings gave their ſhields to Car- ul: 
they hang, on high, in Col-amon, in memory 
of the paſt. Sons of the daring kings, ye bring 
back the _ of 115 


own time) tho' it has ſtaggered ſome fearned men, is not fab 
cient to make us believe, that the antient inhabitants of 
North- Britain were a German colony. A diſcuſſion. of a point 
like this might be curious, but could never be ſatisfactory. Pe- 
riods ſo diſtant are ſo involved in obſcurity, that nothing cer- 
tain can be now advanced concerning them. The light which 
the Roman writers hold forth is too feeble to guide us to the 
wrath, thro' the darkneſs which has ſurroudded i it. 


CAx- 
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Cx ux kindled the oak of feaſts. He took | 
two. boſſes. from our ſhields. He laid them in 
earth, beneath a ſtone, to ſpeak to the ADE 

race. When battle,” faid the King, . ſha 
roar, and our ſons are to meet in wrath... My 
race ſhall look, perhaps, on this ſtone, when 
they prepare the ſpear. Have not our fathers met 
in peace, they will ſay, and lay aſide the ſhield?'? 

NigGaT came dawn. In her long locks 
moved the daughter of Car-ul,, Mixed with the 
harp aroſe the yoice of white · armed Colna- dona. 
Toſcar darkened in his place, before the love of 3 
heroes. She came on his troubled ſoul, like, 3 . 
beam to the dark-heaving ocean: when it burfts 
from a Joud, and brightens the foamy fide of a 


„ © „ /@ %% ©. 0 "8 ©. 
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Wirn morning we awaked the woods; and 
hung forward on the path of the roes. They fell 
by their wonted ſtreams. We returned thro- 
Crona's vale. From the wood a youth came 
forward, with a ſhield and pointleſs ſpear. 
Whence, ſaid Toſcar of Lutha, is the flying \ 
beam?  Dwells there peace at Col-amon, round | H 
bright Colna-dona of harps? | | 


0 1 an epiſode is intirely loſt; or, at leaſt, is / handed 
down fo nnn that it does not deſerve a dong in ee 
poem. 
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112 COLNA-DONA 
By Col-amon of fireams,” faid the youth, 
e bright Colna-dona dwelt. She dwelt ; but 
her courſe is now in deſarts, with the ſon of the 
king; he that ſeized with love her ſoul as it 
wandered thro” the hall.” Stranger of tales,“ 
id Toſcar;, © haſt thou marked the warrior's 
courſe? He muſt fall, give thou that boſly 
ſhield!” In wrath he took the ſhield; Fair be- 
hind it roſe the breaſts of a maid, white as the 
boſom of a ſwan,” riſing graceful on ſwift- 
rolling waves./ It 1 Colna-· dona of harps, the 
daughter of the king! Her blue eyes had rolled 
on I, and ond ove aroſe! | 
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ARGUMENT. 


Gaul, the fon of Morni, attended Lathmon into his own coun- 


[ 


try, after his being defeated in Morven, as related in the 
preceding poem, He was kindly entertained by Nuith, the 
father of Lathmon, and fell in love with his daughter 
Oithona. The lady was no leſs enamoured of Gaul, and a 
day was fixed for their marriage. In the mean time Fingal, 
preparing for an expedition into the country of the Britons, 
fent for Gaul. He,obeyed, and went; but not without 
pfromiſing to Oithona to return, if he ſurvived the war, by 
a certain day. Lathnfon too was obliged to attend his father 
Nuäth in his wars, and Oithona was left alone at Dunlath- 
mon, the ſeat of the family. Dunrommath, lord of Uthal, 
ſuppoſed to be one of the Orkneys, taking advantage of the 
abſence of her friends, came and varried off, by force, 
Oithona, who had formerly rejected his love, into Tromi- 
thon, a deſart iſland, where he concealed her in a cave. 

Gauß returned on the day appointed; heard of the rape, 
and ſailed to Tromäthon, to revenge himſelf oi Dunrom- 
math. When he landed, he found Oithona diſconſolate, 
and reſolved not to ſurvive the loſs of her honour. She told 
him the ſtory of her misfortunes, and ſhe ſcarce ended, 
when Dunrommath, with his followers, appeared at the 
farther end of the iſland, Gaul prepared to attack him, 
recommending to Oithona to retire, till the battle was over, 
She ſeemingly obeyed ; but ſhe ſecretly armed herſelf, ruſhed 
into the thickeſt of the battle, and was mortally wounded, 
Gaul purſuing the flying enemy, found her juſt expiring on 
the field: he mourned over her, raiſed her tomb, and 
returned to Morven. Thus is the ſtory handed down by 
tradition ; nor is it given with any material difference in the 
poem, which opens with Gaul's return » 
the rape of Oithona. 


* * * 7 * # 
11 : » 
C F 
* « * 
* ® - 
f ! 1 1 1 x » 
- ” F< Y , 
* * = 
" 6 - = ” 
ST » by 
i 4 : 14 1 4 , a . 1 
* 
7 [ . SE... 
" 2 4 ax. Fw rv F.-Y " 5 
- 1 : | ' S. 


ARKNESS dwells around Dunlathmon, 
though the moon ſhews half her face on 

the hill. The daughter of night turns her eyes 
away; ſhe beholds the approaching grief. The 
ſon of Morni is on the plain: there is no ſound 
in the hall. No long-ſtreaming beam of light 
comes trembling through tie gloom. The voice 
of Oithona * is not heard amidſt the noiſe of the 
ſtreams of Duvranna. * Whither art thou gone 
in thy beauty, dark-haired daughter of Nuäth? 
Lathmon is in the field of the valiant, but thou 
didſt promiſe to remain in the hall; thou didſt 
promiſe to remain in the hall till the ſon of 
Morni returned. Till he returned from Stru- 
mon, to the maid of his love! The tear was on 
thy cheek at his departure; the figh roſe in ſe- 
cret in hy breaſt. But thou doſt not come forth 


* Oi-thena, the wirgin of the Wave, 101 f 1 | 
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with ſongs, with the lightly-trembling found of 
the harp! * 

Such were the words of Gaul, when he came 
to Dunlathmon's towers. The gates were open 
and dark. The winds were bluſtering in the 
hall. The trees ſtrowed the threſhold with leaves; 
the murmur of night was abroad. Sad and 
ſilent, at a rock, the ſon of Morni ſat: his ſoul 
trembled for the maid , but he knew not whi- 
ther to turn his courſe !. The ſon of Leth ſtood 
at a diſtance, and heard the winds in his buſhy 
hair. But he did not raiſe his voice, for he ſaw 
the ſorrow of Gaul 1 

SLEzp deſcended on the chiefs. The viſions 
of 2 aroſe. Oithona ſtood, in a dream, be- 
fore the eyes of Morni's ſon. Her hair was looſe 
and diſordered : ker lovely eye rolled deep in 
tears. Blood ſtained her ſnowy arm. The 
robe half hid the wound of her breaſt. She ſtood 
over the chief, and her voice was feebly heard. 
*«« Sleeps the ſon of Morni, he that was loyely in 
the eyes of Oithona ? Sleeps ( Gaul at the diſtant 
rock, and the daughter of Nuiith low : : The ſea 
rolls round the dark ifle of Tromithon. I fit i in 
my tears in the cave! Nor do I ſit alone, 0 


Non 381 


* Morlo, the ſon of Leth, is one of Fingal's moſt famous 


heroes. He and three other men attended Gaul on his expe · 
dition to Tromathon, ' 


Gaul, 
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Gaul, the dark chief of Cuthal i is there. He is 
there in the rage of his love. What can eee 
do! 32 
' A ROUGHER blaſt ruſhed through the oak. 
The dream of night departed. Gaul took his 
aſpen ſpear. He ſtood in the rage of his ſoul. 
Often did hjs eyes turn to the eaſt. He accuſed 
the lagging light. At length the morning came 
forth. The hero lifted up the fail. The winds 
came ruſtling from. the hill ; he bounded on the 
waves of the deep. On the third day aroſe Tro- 
mithon », like a blue ſhield in the midſt of the, 
ſea. T % white wave roared againſt its rocks * 
ſad Oithona fat on the coaſt | She looked on the 
rolling waters, and her tears came down. But 
when ſhe ſaw Gaul i in his arms, ſhe ſtarted and 
turned her eyes away. Her lovely cheek i is bent 
and red; her white arm- -trembles by her fide. 
Thrice ſhe ſtrove to fly from his preſence ; 
thrice her ſteps failed her as ſhe went 

© * DavGHTER of Nuith,” ſaid thehero, « why 
doſt thou fly from Gaul. Do my eyes ſend forth 
the flame of death 5 Darkens hatred in my ſoul? ? 
Thou art to me the beam of the eaſt, riſing in a 
land unknown. But thou covereſt thy face with 
ſadneſs daughter of car-borne Nuith ! ! Is the foe. 


AY 
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in fight. The ſword trembles by the fide of 


daughter of Nuith, doſt thou not behold 


of the rock, that lifts its fair head unſeen, and 


ſea-beat rocks of Tromathon ?” 


Morni's hall. The grey-haired chief will then 
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of Oithona near? My ſoul burns to meet him 


Gaul, and longs to glitter in his hand. Speak, 


my tears?“ 
'«& Youns chief of Strumon,“ reid" the 
maid, ** 'why'comeſt thou over the dark · blue 
wave, to Nutith's mournful daughter? Why 
did I not paſs away in ſecret, like the flower 


ſtrows its withered leaves on the blaſt? Why 
didſt thou come, O Gaul, to hear my depart- 
ing ſigh? I vaniſh in my youth; my name 
ſhall not be heard. Or it will be heard with 
grief ; the tears of Nuith muſt fall. Thou wilt 
be ſad, ſon of Morni, for the departed fame of 
Oithona. But the ſhall ſleep in the narrow 
tomb, far from the voice of the mourner. 
Why didſt thou come, chief of Strumon, to the 


« I CAME to meet thy foes, daughter of 
car-borne Nuith! the death of Cuthal's chief 
darkens before me; or Morni's ſon ſhall fall! 
Oithona ! when Gaul is low, raife my tomb 
on that oozy rock. When the dark-bounding 
ſhip ſhall paſs, call the ſons of the ſex! call 
them, and give this ſword, to bear it hence to 


5 be ceaſe 
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ceaſe to look towards the deſart, for the return 
of his ſon!” 

„ SHALL the Jaughter of Nuith 0 2” the | 
replied with a burſting ſigh, *© Shall I live in 
Tromithon, and the ſon of Morni low ? My 
heart is not of that rock; nor my ſoul careleſs 
as that ſea ; which lifts its blue wayes to every 
wind, and rolle beneath the ſtorm! The blaſt 
which - ſhall lay thee low, ſhall ſpread the 
branches of Oithona on earth. We ſhall wither 
together, ſon of car-borne Morni ! The narrow 
houſe is pleaſant to me, and the grey one of 
the dead : for never more will I leave thy rocks, 
O ſea-ſurrounded Tromathon ! Night“ came 
on with her clouds, after the departure of Lath- 
mon, when he went to the wars of his fathers, 
to the moſs-covered rock of Duth6rmoth. 
Night came on. I fat in the hall, at the beam 
of the oak! The wind was abroad in the trees. 
I heard the ſound-of arms. Joy roſe in my face. 
I thought of thy return. It was the chief of 
Cuthal, the red-haired ſtrength of Dunrommath. 
His eyes rolled in fire : the blood of my people 
was on his ſword. They who defended Oithona 
fell by the gloomy chief What could I do? 
My arm was weak. I could not lift the ſpear, 


„ Cithona relates how ſhe was carried away by Dun: 
I 4 | He 
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He took me in my grief, amidſt my tears he 
raiſed the ſail. He feared the returning Lath- 
mon, the brother of unhappy Oithona ! But 
behold he comes with his people! the dark wave 
is divided before him! Whither wilt thou turn 
thy ſteps, ſon of Morni? Many are the war- 
riors of thy. foe |”? 

Mx ſteps never txirghd from battle,” Gaul 
Fazd and unſheathed his ſword. ** Shall I then 
begin to fear, Oithona, when thy foes are near? 
Go to thy. cave, my love, till our battle ceaſe 
on the field. Son of Leth, bring the bows of 
our fathers! the ſounding quiver of Morn ! 
Let our three warriors bend the yew. Our- 
ſelves will lift the ſpear. They are an hoſt on 
the rock | our ſouls are ſtrong in war !” 

O1THONA went to the cave. A troubled joy 
roſe on her mind, like the red path of lightning 
on a ſtormy cloud! Her ſoul was reſolved; the 
tear was dried from her wildly- locking eye. 
Dunrammath ſlowly approached, He ſaw the 
ſon of Morni. Contempt contracted his face, 

2 {mile is on his dark-brown cheek; his red 
eye rolled, half-conceal'd,. beneath his mags 
brows! wh; . 

„ Wrzncs are the ſons of the ſea,” begun 
the gloomy chief? © Have. the winds: driven 
yau on the rocks of Tromithon ?- Or come 

you 
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you in ſearch of the white-handed maid > The 


ſons of the unhappy, ye feeble men, come to 
the hand of Dunrommath ! His eye ſpares not 
the weak; he delights in the blood of ſtrangers. 
Oithona is a beam of light, and the chief of 
Cuthal enjoys it in ſecret ; wouldſt thou come 


on its lovelineſs, like a cloud, ſon of the feeble | 
hand! Thou mayſt come, but ſhalt thou return 


to the halls of thy fathers?” * Doſt thou not 
know me,” ſaid Gaul, © red-haired chief of 
Cuthal ? Thy feet were ſwift on the heath, inthe 
battle of car-borne Lathmon ; when the ſword of 
Morni's fon purſued his hoſt, in Morven's 
woody land.  Dunrommath! thy words are 
mighty, for thy warriors gather behind thee. 
But do I fear them, ſon of pride? 1 am not of 
the race of the feeble l | 

GavrL advanced in his arms; Dunrommath 
ſhrunk behind his people. But the ſpear of 
Gaul pierced the gloomy chief; his ſword 
lopped off his head, as it bended in death. The 


ſon of Morni ſhook it thrice by the lock ; ; the 


warriors of Dunrommath fled. The arrows of 
 Morven purſued: them: ten fell on the moſſy 
rocks. The reſt lift the ſounding fail, and 
bound on the troubled! deep; Gaul advanced 
towards the cave of Oithona. He beheld a 
youth leaning on a rock. An arrow had pierced 
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his fide ; his eye rolled faintly beneath his hel- 
met. The ſoul of Morni's ſon was lad, he 
came and ſpoke the words of peace. 

„ Can the hand of Gaul heal thee, youth of 
the mournful brow ? I have ſearched for the 
herbs of the mountains; I have gathered them 
on the ſecret banks of their ftreams. My hand 
has cloſed the wound of the brave, their eyes 
have bleſſed the ſon of Morni. Where dwelt 
thy fathers, warrior? Were they of the ſons of 
the mighty? Sadneſs ſhall come, like night, on 
thy native ſtreams. Thou art fallen in thy 
youth!“ | 

« My fathers,” replied the ſtranger, “were 
of the race of the mighty ; but they ſhall not be 
fad; for my fame is departed like morning 
miſt. High walls xiſe on the banks of Duy- 
Tanna ; and ſee their moſſy towers in the ſtream; 
a rock aſcends behind them with its bending 
pines. Thou mayſt behold it far diſtant. There 
my brother dwells. He 1s renowned in battle : 
give him this glittering helm.“ 

Tux helmet fell from the hand of Gaul. It 
was the wounded Oithona ! She had armed herſelf 
in the cave, and came in ſearch of death. Her 
heavy eyes are half cloſed ; the blood pours from 
her heaving fide. ** Son of Morni,” the ſaid, 
15 Prepare the narrow tomb. Sleep grows, like 

darkneſs, 
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darkneſs, on my ſoul. The eyes of Oithona are dim 
O had I dwelt at Duvranna, in the bright beam 
of my fame! then had my years come on with 
joy; the virgins would then bleſs my ſteps. But 
I fall in youth, ſon of Morni ; my father ſhall 
bluſh in his hall!“ 

Sax fell pale on the rock of Tromithon. T he 
mournful warrior raiſed her tomb. He came to 
Morven ; we ſaw the darkneſs of his ſoul, Offian 
took the harp in the praiſe of Oithona. The 
brightneſs of the face of Gaul returned. But his 
ſigh roſe, at times, in the midſt of his friends; 
like blaſts that ſhake their unfrequent Wings, 
after the ſtormy winds are laid ! 
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ARGUMENT. 


Malvina the daughter of Toſcar. is overheard by Offian la- 
menting the death of Oſcar her lover. Oſſian, to divert her 
grief, relates his own actions in an expedition which he 
undertook, at Fingal's command, to aid Crothar the petty 
King of Croma, a country in Ireland, againſt Rothmar who 
invaded his dominions. The ſtory is delivered down thus 
in tradition. Crothar king of Croma being blind with age, 
and his ſon too young for the field, Rothmar the chief of 
Tromlo reſolved to avail himſelf of the opportunity offered 
of annexing the dominions of Crothar to his own, He ac- 
cordingly marched into the country ſubject to Crothar, but 
which he held of Arth or Artho, who was, at the time, ſu- 
preme king of Ireland. 


Crothar being, on account of his age and blindneſs, unfit for 
action, ſent for aid to Fingal king of Scotland; who ordered 
his ſon Offian to the relief of Crothar. But before his 
arrival Fovargormo, the ſon of Crothar, attacking Roth- 
mar, was ſlain himſelf, and his forces totally defeated. 

1 | Offian renewed the war; came to battle, killed Rothmar, 

*f and routed his army, Croma being thus delivered of its 

| enemies, Oſſian returned to Scotland. 
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T was the voice of my love] ſeldom art 

thou, in the dreams of Malvina! Open your 
airy halls, O fathers of Toſcar of ſhields ! Un- 
fold the gates of your clouds: the ſteps of Mal- 
vina are near. I have heard a voice in my 
dream. I feel the fluttering of my ſoul. Why 
didſt thou come, O blaſt, from the dark-rolling 
face of the lake? Thy raflling wing was in the 
tree ; the dream of Malvina fled. But ſhe be- 
Held her love, when his robe of miſt flew on the 
wind. A ſun-beam was on his ſkirts, they glit- 
tered like the gold of the ſtranger. It was the 
voice of my love! ſeldom comes he to my 
dreams !” 

Bur thou dwelleſt in the ſoul of Malvins, 
ſon of mighty Oſſian! My ſighs ariſe with the 
beam of the eaſt; my tears deſcend with the 
drops of night. I was a lovely tree, in thy 

| preſence, 
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preſence, Oſcar, with all my branches round 
me; but thy death came like a blaſt from the 
deſart, and laid my green head low. The ſpring 
returned with its ſhowers; no leaf of mine aroſe! 
The virgins ſaw me filent in the hall; they 
touched the harp of joy. The tear was on the 
cheek of Malvina : the virgins beheld me in my 
grief. Why art thou fad, they faid ; thou firſt 
of the maids of Lutha? Was he lovely as the 
beam of the morning, and ſtately in thy fight?” 
PLEASANT 1s thy ſong in Offian's ear, daugh- 
ter of ſtreamy Lutha! Thou haſt heard the 
muſic of departed bards, in the dream of thy 
reſt, when ſleep fell on thine eyes, at the mur- 
mur of Moruth*. When thou didſt return 
from the chace, in the day of the ſun, thou 
haſt heard the muſic of bards, and thy ſong is 
lovely! It is lovely, O Malvina, but it melts 
the ſoul. There is a joy in grief when peace 
dwells in the breaſt of the ſad. But ſorrow 
waſtes the mournful, O daughter of Toſcar, 
and their days are few! They fall away, like 
the flower on which the ſun hath looked in his 
ſtrength after the mildew has paſſed over it, 
when its head is heavy with the drops of night. 
| Attend to the tale of Oſſian, O maid. He re- 
members the days of his youth! 


* Mor'- ruth, great ftream. | 
| 8 THE 
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ruſhed into the bay of Croma; "into, Croma-s 


a» 


funding bay in lovely Intsraif *. "High on the 
coaft Aroſe the towers of Crothar king of ſpeats; 


Crothar renowned in the battles of his youth; ; 


but age dwelt then around the chief. Röthmar 
had raiſed the ſword againſt the hero; and the 
wrath of Fingal Burned. He fent Oſßan to 


meet Rothmar in war, for the chief of 'Cr6 ma 
was the friend of his youth. I ſent the bard 


before me with ſongs. 1 came into the hall of 
Crothar. There fat the chief amid the arms 
of his fathers, but his eyes had failed: His grey 
locks waved around a ſtaff, on which the war⸗ 
rior leaned. He hinmmed the ſong of other 
times, when the ſound of our arms reached his 
ears. Crothar roſe, ſtretched his aged hand and 
bleſſed the ſon of Fingal. 

% Oss TAN“ ſaid the hero, « the ſtrength 
of Crothar's arm has failed. O could I lift the 
ſword, as on the day that Fingal fought at Stru- 
tha! He was the firſt of men! but Crothar had 
alſo his fame. The king of Morven praiſed 
me ; he placed on my arm the boſſy ſhield of 
Calthar, whom the king had flain in his wars. 


Doſt thou not behold it on the wall, for 5 


of Totti, one of the ancient names of held 


Vor. I. | , 3g thar's 


Tas kilg commanded; 1 raiſed my fills, and 
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thar's eyes have failed? Is thy ſtrength, like thy 
fathers, Oſſian? let the aged feel thine arm!“ 

I Gave my arm to the king; he felt it with 
his aged hands. The ſigh roſe in his breaſt, 
and his tears came down. a Thou art ftrong, 
my ſon, he ſaid, but not like the king of Mor- 
yen! But who is like the hero among the mighty 
in war! Let the feaſt of my hall be ſpread; and 
let my bards exalt the ſong. Great is he that is 
within my walls, ye ſons of ecchoing Croma!“ 
The feaſt is ſpread. The harp is heard; and 
joy is in the hall, But it was joy covering a 
ſigh, that darkly dwelt in every breaſt. It was 
like the faint beam of the moon ſpread on a 
cloud in heaven. At length the muſic ceaſed, 
and the aged king of Croma ſpoke ; he ſpoke 
without a tear, but, ſorrow, ſwelled in the midſt 
of his voice. 

So of Fingal! behold' f thou not the 
darkneſs of Crothar's joy? My ſoul was not 
ſad at the feaſt, when my people lived before 
me. I rejoiced in the prefence of ſtrangers, 
when my ſon ſhone in the hall. But, Oſſian, he 
is a beam that is departed. He left no ſtreak of 
light behind. He is fallen, ſon of Fingal, in 
the wars of his father, Rothmar the chief of 
graſſy Tromlo heard that theſe eyes had failed; 
he heard that my arms were fixed in the hall, 

| and 


A r O RE NM 137 


and the pride of. his ſoul aroſe l He came to- 
wards, Croma; my people fell before him. I 
took my arms in my wrath, but what could 
ſightleſs Crothar do? My ſteps were unequal 
my grief was great. I wiſhed for the days that 
were paſt. Days! wherein I fought;,, and won 
in the field of blood. My ſon returned from 
the chace; the fair-haixed Favar-gormo *. He 
had not liſted his ſword in battle, for his arm 
was young. But the ſoul of the youth was 
great; the fire of valour burnt in his eyes. He 
ſaw the diſordered ſteps of his father, and his 
ſigh aroſe. King of Croma,“ he ſaid, “ is it 
| becauſe thou haſt no ſon; is it for the weak- 
neſs of Fovar-gormo's arm | that, thy ſighs 
ariſe ; = begin , my father, to feel my ſtrength; 
I have - drawn the ſword of my youth; 
and I have bent the bow: Let me meet this 
Rothmar, with the ſons of Croma: let me meet 
him, O my father; I feel my burning Soup" * 
And thou ſhalt meet him, I faid, ſon of the 
ſigktleſs Crothar |; But let others advance before 
thee, that J may hear the tread of thy feet at 
thy return; for my ey es behold-thee not, fair 
haired Forar-gormo | He went, he met the 
foe; he fell. Rothmar advances to Croma. 
He who flew. my ſon is near, with all his 
pointed ſpears,” 
®* Faobhar-gorm, the Blue pint of feel, 
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TxIs is no time to fill the ſhell, +replicd, and 
took my ſpear + My people faw the fire of my 
eyes; they all aroſe around. Through night 
we ſtrode along the heath. Grey morning roſe 
in the eaſt. A green narrow vale appeared be- 
fore us; nor wanting was its winding ſtream. 
The dark hoſt of Rothmar are on its banks, 
with all their glittering arms. We fought along 
the vate. They fled. | Rothmar ſunk beneath 
my ſword ] Day had not deſcended in the weft, 
when brought his arms to Crothar. The aged 
hero felt them with his hands; and} ©J0Y mn 
over all his thoughts. 

. HE people gather to the hall. The mells of 
the Nature heard Tem harps are ſtrun g; five 
bards advance, and fing, Wore turns “, the praiſe 

6 6 | of 


FThoſe extempore compoſitions were in great repute among 
ſucceeding bards. The pieces extant; of that kind ſhe more 


of the good ear, than of the poetical genius of their authors. 


The tranſlator has only met with one poem of this ſort, which 
he thinks worthy of being preſerved. It is a thouſand years 
later than Offian, but the authors ſeem to have obſerved his 
manner, and adopted ſome of his expreſſions. The ſtory of it 
is this, Five bards, paſſing the night in the houſe of a chief, 
who was a poet himſelf,” went ſeverally to make their obſerva- 
tions on, and returned with an extempore deſcription of, 
night. The night happened to be one in October, as appears 
from the poem, and in the north of Scotland, it has all that 
variety which the bards aſcribe to it, in theix deſcriptions. 


Fist 


of Oflian; they poured forth their burning fouls, 
and the firing anſwered to their voice. The joy 
of Croma was great: for peace returned to the 


Fixsr Bard, |, 0 


IGHT is dull and dack. The clouds reſt op the kills, 
No ſtar with green trembling beam; no moon looks 
fem the ſky. I hear the blaſt in the wood; but I hear ĩt diſ- 
tant far. The ſtream of the valley murmurs; but its murmur | 
is ſullen and ſad, From the tree at the grave of the dead the 
long-howling owl is heard. I ſte a dim form on the plain It 
is a ghoſt ! it fades, it flies. Some funeral ſhall paſs this oy" : 
the meteor marks the path. 

The diſtant dog is howling 2 the hut of the hill. The 
ſtag lies on the mountain moſs: the hind is at his fide; She 
| hears the wind in his branchy horns. She farts, but lies again. 
The roe is in the cleft of the rock; the heath-cock's head 
is beneath his wing. No beaſt, no bird is abroad, but the 
owl and the howling fox. * on 4 0 tree: he in a 
cloud on the hill. 

Dark, panting, trembling, ſud * it has loſt his way. 
Through ſhrubs, through thorns, he goes, along the gurgling 
rill. He fears the rock and the fen, He fears the ghoſt of 
night. The old tree groans to the blaſt; the falling branch 
reſounds. The wind drives the withered burs, clung toge- 
ther, along the graſs. It is the light tread of 4 ghoſt He 
trembles amidſt the night. 

Dark, duſky, howling is night, cloudy, windy, and fall 


of ghoſts! The dead are abroad! my friends, receive n me from 
the night. 
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The wind is up. The ſhower deſcends. The fri of the 
mountain fhrieks, - Woods fall from high. Windows flap. 
The growing river roars. The traveller attempts the ford. 
K 3 The 
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land. The night came on with ſilenee; the 
morning returned with joy. No foe came in 
darkneſs, with his glittering ſpear. The joy of 
Croma was great; for the gloomy Rothmar had 


fallen! 


I RAISED 


Hark that ſhriek! he dies: The ſtorm drives the horſe from 
the hill, the goat, the lowing cow. They tremble : as drives the 
ſhower, beſide the mouldering bank, 

The hunter ſtarts from fleep, in his lonely hut; We 
the fire decayed, His wet dogs ſmoke around him. He fills 
the chinks with heath. Loud roar two IA ſtreams which 


meet beſide his booth. 


Sad on the fide of a hill the waideriay ſhepherd fits. The 


tree reſounds above him. The ſtream roars down the rock. 


He waits for the riſing moon to guide him to his home. 
Ghoſts ride on the ſtorm to-night, Sweet is their voice be- 


tween the ſqualls of wind. Their ſongs are of other worlds. 


The rain is paſt. The dry wind blows. Streams roar, and 
windows flap. Cold drops fall from the roof. I ſee the ſtarry 
ky. But the ſhower gathers again, The weſt is gloomy and 
dark. Night is ſtormy and diſmal ; receive me, my friends, 


from night. 


Trjrd Ba RD, 
The wind ſtill ſounds between the hills; and whiſtles 
through the graſs of the rock, The firs fall from their place. 


The turfy hut is torn. The clouds, divided, fly over the ſky, 


and ſhew the burning ſtars. The meteor, token of death! 
flies ſparkling through the gloom. It reſts on the hill, I ſee 


the withered fern, the dark - browed rock, the fallen oak. 


Who is that in his ſhrowd beneath the tree, by the ſtream ? 
The waves dark-tumble on the lake, and laſh its rocky 


| ſides. The boat is brimfull in the cove; the oars on the rock - 


— tide. A maid fits ſad beſide the rock, and eyes the rolling 
fiream. Her lover promiſed to come, She ſaw his boat, when 


ye 


$$ 0: . : I 

1 xarser my voice for Fovar-gormio, when 

they laid the chief in earth. The aged Crothar 
was there, but his ſigh was not hearg- . He 


nf it was light, on the lake. Is this his broken 195 on the 
ſhore ? Are theſe his groans on the wind? 

Hark! the hail rattles around. The flaky ſnow deſcends, 
The tops of the hills are white, The Romy winds abate,” Va- 
rious is the night and cold; receive me, —_ 5 9 from 
I” | 


ebe a: 


Night i is calm and fair; blue, ſtarry, ſertled-; 1s | ae The 
winds, with the clouds, are gone. They ſink behind the hill. 
The moon is up on the mountain. Trees gliſter ; ſtreams ſhine 
on the rock, Bright rolls the ſettled lake; bright the ſtream 
of the vale. 

4 ſee the trees overturned ; the ſhocks of corn on the plain, 
The wakeful hind rebuilds the ſhocks, and whiſtles on the dif- 
tant field. 

Calm, fertled, fair is night! Who comes from the <A of 

the dead? That form with the robe of ſnow ; White arms and 
dark- brown hair! It is the daughter of the chief of the people: 
ſhe that lately ſell! Come, let us view thee, O maid! thog 
that haſt been the delight of herogs! The blaſt drives the 
phantom away 3 white, without form, it aſcends the hill. 
_ The breezes drive the blue miſt, ſlowly over the narrow 
vale, It riſes on the hill, and joigs its head to heaven. Night 
is ſettled, calm, blue, ftarry, bright with the moon. Receive 
me not, my friends, for lovely is the night. 


Pier BAD, 


. Night f is calm, but dreary. The moon is in 2 clad i * 
welt. Slow moves that pale beam along the ſhaded bill, The 
diſtant wave is heard The torrent murmurs on the rock, 
Ihe cock 1s W from the booth, More than half the night 
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ſearched for the wound of his ſon, and found it 
in his breaft. Joy roſe in the face of the, aged. 


is paſt, "The kadlb-wife, groping in the . rekindles the 
ſettled fire. The hunter thinks that day approaches, and calls 
his bounding dogs, He aſcends the hill and whiftles on his way. 
A blaſt removes the cloud. He ſees the ſtarry plough of the 
north. Much of the Ne is to paſs, He nods by the moſſy 
rock. 

| Hark! the whirlwind. is in the wood | A * murmur in the 
yale! It is the mighty army of the dead returning from the air, 
The moon reſts behind the hill. The beam is ſtill on that 
lofty rock. Long are the ſhadows of the trees. Now it is 


dark over all, Night is dreary, filent, and dark; receive me, 
my friends, from night. | 


The Chia: 


Let clouds reſt on the hills: ſpirits fly and travellers fear, 
Let the winds of the woods ariſe, the ſounding ſtorms deſcend, 
Roar ſtreams and windows flap, and green winged meteors fly; 
riſe the pale moon from behind her hills, or incloſe her head 
in clouds; night is alike to me, blue, ſtormy, or gloomy the 
ſky. Night flies before the beam, when it is poured on the 


hill, The young day returns from his clouds, but we return 
no more, 


Where are our chiefs of old? Where our kings of mighty 
name? The fields of their battles are ſilent. Scarce their moſſy 
tombs remain, We ſhall alſo be forgot. This lofty houſe 
ſhall fall. Our ſons ſhall not behold the ruins in graſs. They 
ſhall aſk of the aged, Where ſtood the walls of our fathers?” 
\ Raiſe the ſong, and ftrike the harp ; ſend round the ſhells 
of joy, Suſpend a hundred tapers on high. Youths and maids 
begin the dance. Let ſome gray bard be near me to' tell the 
deeds of other times ; of kings renowned in our land, of chiefs 
we behold no more. Thus let the night paſs until morning 
ſhall appear in our halls, Then let the bow be at hand, the 
dogs, the youths of the chace, We ſhall 2 7 the hill with 
day ; and awake the deer, 

He 
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He came and ſpoke to Oſſian. King of 
; ſpears!” he ſaid, my ſon has not fallen with- | 
qut his fame, The young warrior did not fly; 
but met death, as he went forward in his ſtrength. 
Happy are they who die in youth, when their 
renown is heard! The feeble will not behold . 
them in the hall; or ſmile at their trembling 
hands. Their memory ſhall- be honoured in 
ſong; the young tear of the virgin will fall. 
But the aged wither away, by degrees, the fame 
of their youth, while yet they live is all forgot. 
They fall in ſecret. The figh of their ſon is not 
heard. Joy is around their tomb; the tone of 
their fame is placed without a tear. Happy are 
they who die in youth, when their renown is 
around them, 
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ARGUMENT. 


This piece, as TOR more of Oſſian's compoſitions, i is addreſſed 
to one of the firſt Chriſtian miſſionaries. The ſtory of the 
poem is handed down, by tradition, thus. In the country 
of the Britons between the walls, two chiefs lived in the 
days of Fingal, Dunthalmo, lord of Teutha, ſuppoſed to 
be the Tweed ; and Rathmor, who dwelt at Clutha, well 
known to be the river Clyde. Rathmore was not more re- 
nowned for his generoſity and hoſpitality, than Dunthal- 
mo was infamous for his cruelty and ambition, Dunthalmo, 
through envy, or on account of ſome private feuds, which 
ſubſiſted between the families, murdered Cathmore at a 
feaſt ; but being afterwards touched with remorſe, he edu. 
cated the two ſons of Rathmore, Calthon and Colmar, in 
his own houſe, They growing up to man's eſtate, dropped 
fome hints that they intended to revenge the death of their 
father, upon which Dunthalmo ſhut them up in two caves 
on the banks of Teytha, intending to take them off pri- 
vately. Colmal, the daughter of Dunthalmo, wha was 
ſecretly in love with Calthon, helped him to make his eſcape 
from priſon, ' and fled with him to Fingal, diſguiſed in the 
habit of a young warrior, and implored his aid againſt Dun- 
thalmo. Fingal ſent Offian with three hundred men, to 
Colmar's relief. Dunthalmo having previouſly murdered 
Colmar, came to a battle with Oſſian; but he was killed by 
that hero, and his army totally defeated. 

Calthon married Colmal, his deliverer ; 3 and Oſſian re- 
turned to Morven. 
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Puracany is the- nals A _ 
thou lonely dweller of the rock. It comes 
on tte ſound: of the: ſtræeam, along the marrow: i 
vale,/ My ſoul awakes, O ſtranger b in the 
midſt of my hall. I. ſtretch my hand to the 
ſpear, as in the days of other years. I ſtreteh 
my hand, but it is feeble; and the ſigh of my 
boſom grows. Wilt thou nat liſten, ſon of the 
rock, to the fong of Oſſian? My ſoul is full of 
other times; the joy of my youth returns. Thus 
the ſun appears in the weft} after the ſteps of 
his brightneſs have moved belind a ſtorm; the 
green hills lift their dewy heads: the blue ſtreams 
rejoice in the vale. The aged hero comes forth 
on his ſtaff; his grey hair glitters in the beam. 
Doſt thou not behold, ſon of the rock, A ſhield. 
in Offian's hall? It is marked with the ſtrokes of 
battle; and the brightneſs of its boſſes has failed. 
| 7 ; That 
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That ſhield the great Dunthalmo bore, the chief 
of ſtreamy Teutha. Dunthalmo bore it in battle, 
before he fell (by) Offian's-ſpear! ; Liftqn, Jon of 
the rock, to the tale of other years ! 
RATHMOR was a chief of Clutha. The feeble 
dwelt in his hall. The gates of Rathmor were 
never ſhut; his feaſt was always ſpread. The 
ſons of the ſtranger came. (They bleſſtd the 
generous chief of Clutha. Bards raiſed the ſong, 
and touched the harp: joy brightened on the 
face-of the ſad ! Dunthalmo came, inhis pride, 
and ruſſied into the combat of Rathmor The 
chief of Clutha overcame: the rage of Dun- 
thalmo roſe. He came, by night, with his war- 
riors; the mighty Rathmor fell. Her fell ĩn his 
halls, where his feaſt was: rand n for 
ee >ido2+ 4 11 mud Good 
Cormaxr and Calthon were young; * ſons 
of car-borne Rathmor. They came, in the joy 
of youth, into their father's hall. They behold 
him in his blood; their burſting; tears deſcend. 
The ſoul of Duntbalmo melted, when he ſaw 
the children of youth. He brought them to 
Alteurha 88 * walls ; ; they grew. in the houſe, of 


2421111 f ft in 110 

ot At. Lo” — "tbe ace Sha of; deus 1 7 . the 
name of Dunthalmo's ſeat” It is obſervable that all the names 
in this poem; are derived from the Galic language; whic 13 
a proof that i it was once the univerſal language ot of che whole 


their 
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their foe. They bent the bow in his preſence; 
and came forth to his wars. They faw the fallen 
walls of their fathers; they ſaw the green thorn 
in the hall. Their tears ruſhed forth in ſecret.” 
At times, their faces were ſad. Dunthalmo be- 
held their grief: his darkening ſoul deſigned 
their death. He cloſed them in two caves, on 
the ecchoing banks of Teutha. The ſun did 
not come there with his beams; nor the moon 
of heaven by night. The ſons of Rathmor 
remained in darkneſs, and foreſaw their death. 
Tax daughter of Dunthalmo wept in ſilence, 
the fair-haired, blue- eyed Colmal . Her eye 
had rolled in ſecret on Calthon; his lovelineſs 
ſwelled in her ſoul. She trembled for her war- 
rior; but what could Colmal do? Her arm 
could not lift the ſpear; nor was the ſword 
formed for her fide. Her white breaſt never roſe 
beneath a mail. Neither was her eye the terror 
of heroes. What canſt thou do, O Colmal ! for 
the falling chief? Her ſteps are unequal; her 
hair is looſe: her eye looks wildly through her 
tears. She came, by night, to the hall . She 
| armed 


2 Caol-mhal, a woman with ſmall eye-brows; ſmall eye- 
brows were a diſtinguiſhing part of beauty in Oflian's time: 
and he ſeldom fails to give them to the fine women of his 
poems. | 
+ That is, the hall where the arms taken from enemies were i 
hung UP 8s 89 885 Offian is very careful to make his ſtories 
Probable ; 
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144 CALTHON and COLMAL: 
armed her lovely form im ſteel; che feel of 3 
young warrior, who fell im the firft of his battles, 
She cameito the cave of eee and looſeck the 
thong from his hands i 

c ARISE, ſoſi of Rathmor, be aids the 
night is dark! Let us fly to the king of Selma , 
chief of fallen Clutha ! I am the ſon of Lamyal, 
who dwelt in thy father's hall. H heard of thy 
dark dwelling in the cave, and my ſoul aroſe, 
Ariſe; ſon of Rathmor; ariſe, the night is dark !” 
«« Bleſt voice!” replied the chief, 'comeſt 
thou · froni the clouds to Calthon?, The ghoſts of 
his fathers have often deſcended in his dreams, 
ſince; the ſun has retired from his eyes, and dark - 
neſs has dwelt around him. Or art thou the ſon 
of Lamgal, the chief I often ſaw in Clutha? 
But ſhall I fly to Fingal, and Colmar my brother 
low? Will 1 fly to Morven; and the hero cloſed 
in night? No: give me that ſpear, ſon of Lam- 
gal, Calthor will defend his brother!“ 

„ A'THOVSAND warriors,“ replied- the maid, 
« tretelr their ſpears round car-borne Colmar. 
What can Calthon do againſt a hoff ſo great? 
Let us fly to the king of Morven, he will come 


probable z for he * Colmal put on the arins * a FO oth 
Killed in his firſt battle, as more proper for a young woman, 
who cannot be ſuppoſed ſtrong r to carry the armour of 
a full- grown warrior. "Rf 2 


+ Fingal, 


* * * 
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with. war. His arm is ſtretched forth to the 
unhappy ; the lightning of his ſword is round 
the weak. Ariſe, thou ſon of Rathmor; the 
ſhadows. will fly away. Ariſe, or thy ſteps may 
be ſeen, and thou muſt fall in youth!“ 

Tux fighing hero roſe; his tears deſcend for 
car-borne Colmar. He came with the maid to 
Selma's hall; but he knew not that it was Col- 
mal. The helmet cover'd her lovely face. Her 
boſom heayed beneath the ſteel. Fingal returned 
from the chace, and found the lovely ſtrangers. 
They were like two beams of light, in the midſt 
of the hall of ſhells. The king heard the tale of 
grief; and turned his eyes around. A thouſand 
heroes half-roſe before him; claiming” the war 
of Teutha. I came with my ſpear from the hill; 
the j joy of battle roſe in my breaft.: for the king 
ſpoke to Offian in the midſt of a thouſand 
chiefs. _ | 

Sox of my feta? began the king, 
* take thou the ſpear of Fingal. Go to Teutha's 
ruthing ſtream, and fave the car-borne Colmar. 
Let thy fame return before thee like a pleaſant 
gale ; that my ſoul may rejoice over my ſon, 
who renews the renown of our fathers. Offian ! 
be thou a ſtorm in war; but mild when the foe 
is low ! It was thus my fame aroſe, O my ſon; 
be thou like Selma's chief. When the haughty 

Vo. I. * 1 come 


146 CALTHON and COLMAL: 
come to my hatls, my eyes behold them not. 
But my arm is tretched forth. to. W 
ys ſword defends the weak.” 
IRR joe in the wordt uf that Him. Ae 
my rattling arms. Diaran * roſe at my fide, and 
Dargo f king of ſpears. Three hundred youths 


* Diaran, father of that neee anfortunatefy kiſſed 
by Crimora, his miſtreſs. 

+ Dargo, the ſon of Collath, is celebrated i in other poems 
by Offian, He is ſaid to have been killed by a boar at a hunt- 
ing party. The lamentatien of his miſtreſs, or wife, Min 
gala, over his body, is extant 5 but whether it 38 of Qian" 
compoſition, I cannot determine. It is generally aſcribed to 
him, and has much of his manner; but ſome traditions men- 
tion it as an imitation by ſome later bard. Az it has ſour 
poetical merit, I have ſubjoined it. 


T H E ſpouſe of Dargo comes in tears: for 1 Was n0 

more! The heroes ſigh over Larths's chief: and what 
ſhall ſad Mingala do f, The dark-ſoul vaniſhed like morning 
miſt, before the king of ſpears: but the generous * in 
his preſence like the morning ſtar. 

Who was the faireſt and moſt lovely? Who but Collath's 
ſtately ſon? Who fat in the midſt of the wiſe, but Dargo of 
the mighty deeds ? 

Thy hand touched the wembling harp : Thy voice was 
ſoft as ſummer-winds. Ah me! what ſhall the heroes ſay ? 
for Dargo fell before a boar, Pale is the lovely cheek ; the 
look of which was firm in danger! Why haſt hon failed on 
our hills, thou fairer than the beams of the ſun ? 

The daughter of Adonfion was lovely in the eyes of the vah- 
ant; ſhe was lovely in their eyes, but the choſe to be the tyouh 
of Dargo. 

But thou art alone, Mingala! the night is coming with 


its clouds; where is the bed of aha repoſe? Where but in the 
db of — ? 
V ky 
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followed our ſteps: the lovely ſtrangers were at 
my ſide. Dunthalmo heard the ſound of our 
approach. He gathered the ſtrength of Teutha, 
He ſtood on a hill with his hoſt. They were 
like rocks broken with thunder, when their bent 
trees are ſinged and bare, and the ſtreams of their 
chinks have failed. The ſtream of Teutha rolled, 
in its pride, before the gloomy: foe. I ſent a 
bard to Dunthalmo, to offer the combat on the 
plain; but he ſmiled in the darkneſs of his pride. 
His unſettled hoſt moved on the hill; like the 
mountain-eloud, when the blaſt has entered its 
womb, and ſcatters the — en on e 
fide. 1061 

They brought Colmar to Teutha's bank, 

bound with a thonſand thongs. The chief is 
ſad, but ſtately. His eye is on his friends; for 
we ſtood, in our arms, Whilſt Teutta's waters 
rolled between. Dunthalmo came with his ſpear, 
and pierced the hero's ſide: he rolled on the 
bank in his blood, We heard his broken ſighs. 
Calthon ruſhed into the fiream : I bounded for- 
ward'on my ſpear, Teutha's race fell before us: 


„Wuy dot thou life the Gone, O bard! who. Jeb.ahod that. 
the narrow houſe? Mipgala's eyes are * bard ! She muſt 
trop with Dargo, 


© Laſt night L heard the ſong of joy in Lartho's lofty hall. But 
ones dwells around my bed; Mingala reſts with Dargo. 


L 2 Night 
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Night came rolling down. Dunthalmo reſted 
on a rock, amidſt an aged wood. The rage of 
his boſom burned againſt the car-borne Calthon. 
But Calthon ſtood in his grief; he mourned the 
fallen Colmar ; Colmar ſlain in youth, before his 
fame aroſe! 
IAD the ſong of woe to riſe, to ſooth the 
mournful chief ; but he ſtood beneath a tree, 
and often threw his ſpear on earth. The humid 
eye of Colmal rolled near in a ſecret tear: ſhe 
foreſaw the, fall of Dunthalmo, or of Clutha's 
warlike chief. Now half the night had paſſed 
away. Silence and darkneſs were on the field. 
Sleep reſted on the eyes of the heroes: Calthon's 
ſettling ſoul was ſtill. His eyes were half- cloſed; 
but the murmur of Teutha had not yet failed in 
his ear. Pale, and ſhewing his wounds, the 
ghoſt of Colmar came: he bent his head over 
the hero, and raiſed his fecble voice! 7 
_ * SLEEPS the fon of Rathmor in his night, and 
his brother low? Did we not rife to the chace to- 
gether ? Purſued we not the dark-brown hinds? 
Colmar was not forgot till he fell: till death had 
blaſted his youth. I lie pale beneath the rock 
of Lona. O let Calthon riſe! the morning 
comes with its beams; Dunthalmo will diſho- 
nour the fallen.” He paſſed away in his blaſt 
The rifing Calthon ſaw the ſteps of his departure. 
He 
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He ruſhed in the ſound of his ſteel. Unhappy | 
Colmal roſe. She followed her hero through 
night, and dragged her ſpear behind. But when 
Calthon came to Lona's rock, he found his fal- 
len brother. The rage of his boſom roſe; he, 
ruſhed among the foe. The groans of death 
aſcend.. They cloſe around the chief. He is 
bound in the midft, and brought to gloomy 4 
Dunthalmo. The Thout of | Joy aroſe ; Fond the 
hills of night replied. 

I STARTED' at the ſound: and took my fa- 
ther's ſpear. Diaran roſe at my fide; and the 
youthful ſtrength of Dargo. We miſſed-the chief 
of Clutha, and our ſouls were ſad. 1 dreaded 
the departure of my fame. The pride of my 
valour roſe | * Sons of Morven,“ I faid, “it 
is not thus our fathers fought. They reſted not 
on the field of ſtrangers, when the foe was not 
fallen before them. Their ſtrength was like the 
eagles of heaven; their renown is in the ſong. 
But our people fall by degrees. Our fame be- 
gins to depart. ' What thall the king of Morven 
fay, if Offian conquers not at Teutha ? Riſe in 
your ſteel, ye warriors; follow the ſound of 
Oſſian's courſe. He will not return, but re- 
nowned, to the ecchoing walls of Selma.” 

Moxnixs roſe on the blue waters of Teutha. 
Colmal ſtood: before me in tears. She told of : 
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the chief of Clutha: thrice the ſpear fell from 
her hand. My wrath turned againſt the firan« 
ger; for my ſoul trembled for Calthon. ** Son 
of the feeble hand,” I ſaid, do Teutha's war- 
riors fight with tears? The battle is not won 
with grief; nor dwells the ſigh in the ſoul of 
war. Go to the deer of Carmun, to the lowing 
herds of Teutha. But leave theſe arms, thou fon 
of fear. A warrior may lift them in fight.” 

I Toxs the mail from her ſhoulders. Her 


ſnowy breaſt appeared. She bent her bluſh- 


ing face to the ground, I looked in filence to 
the chiefs. The ſpear fell from my hand; the 
ſigh of my boſom roſe ! But when I heard the 


name of the maid, my crowding tears ruſhed 


down. I bleſſed the loyely beam of youth, and 
bade the battle move | © | 
Wray, ſon of the rock, ſhould Offian tell 
how Teutha's. warriors died? They are now for- 
got in their land; their tombs are not found on 
the heath. Years came on with their ſtorms. 
The green mounds are mouldered away, Scarce 
is the grave of Dunthalmo ſeep, or the place 
where he fell by the ſpear of Ofſan. Soms 
grey warrior, half blind with age, ſitting by 
night at the flaming oak of the hall, tells now 
my deeds to his ſons, and the fall of the dark 


Punthalmo. The faces of youth bend fidelong 


towards 


[AAiOoP@ BOM | gn: 
towards his voice, Surprize and joy burn in their 
eyes ! I found Calthon bound to an oak; my 
ſword cut the thongs from his hands. I gave 


him the white-boſomed Colmal. They dwelt in 
the halls of Teutha, - 
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Cares is a the noted uſurper 1 by birth 4 
Menapian, who aſſumed the purple in the year 284: and, 
ſeizing on Britain, defeated the Emperor Maximian Hers 

culius in ſeveral naval engagements, which gives propriety. 

to his being called in this poem the king of bin. He wy 
paired Agricola's wall, in order to obſtruct the incurſion 
of the Caledonians; and when he was employed in that 
work, it appears he was attacked by a party under the 
command of Oſcar the ſon of Oſhan, This battle is the 

foundation of the preſent poem, which bs —_ to * 

vina the daughter of Toſear. Ls . 
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RING, daughter of Toſcar, bring the 
harp ! the light of the ſong riſes in Oſſian's 
ſoul ! It is like the field, when darkneſs covers 
the hills around, and the ſhadow grows flowly 
on the plain of the ſun. I behold my ſon; O 
Malvina, near the moſſy rock of Crone . But 
it is the miſt of the deſart, tinged with the beam 
of the weſt ! Lovely is the miſt, that aſſumes the 
form of Oſcar! turn from it, ye winds, "when 
ye roar on the fide of Ardven ! 7 

WHro comes towards my ſon, with the mur- 
mur of a ſong? His ſtaff is in his hand, his 
grey hair looſe on the wind. Surly joy 


» Crona is the name of 2 ſmall ſtream which runs into the | 
Carron, | 


lightens 
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lightens his face. He öften looks back to 
Caros. It is Ryno “ of ſongs, he that went to 


view the foe. © What does Caros king of 


ſhips?” ſaid the ſon of the now mournful 
Oſſian, /** ſpreads he the wings + of his pride, 
bard of the times of old?” * He ſpreads them, 
Oſcar,” replied the bard, but it is behind his 
gathered heap . He looks over his tones with 
fear. He beholds thee terrible, as the ghoſt of 
night, that rolls the wave to his thips !” 
Go, thou firſt of my bards,” ſays Oſcar, 
** take the ſpear of Fingal. Fix a flame on its 
point. Shake it to the winds of heaven. Bid 
him, in ſongs, to advance, and leave the roll- 
ing of his wave. Tell to Caros that I long for 
battle; that my bow is weary of the chace of 
Cona. Tell him the mighty are not here; and 
that my arm is young,” 

He went with the murmur of e Ofcar 
reared his voice on high. It reached his heroes 
on Ardven, like the noiſe of a cave; when the 
ſea of Togorma rolls before it; and its trees 
meet the "ring . winds, They gather Lin | 


* Ryno is ; often meptioned in the ancient poetry. He 


ſeems to have been a Bard, of the ürlt _ in the days of 
Fingal. 


1 The Roman eagle. 
t da s wall which Carauſius a 


* 


my ſon like the ſtreams of the hill; when, after 
rain, they roll in the. pride of their courſe. 
| Ryno came to the mighty Caros. He ftruck 
his flaming ſpear. Come to the battle of Oſcar; 
O thou that ſitteſt on the rolling of waves. Fins 
gal is diſtant far; he hears the ſongs of bards in 
Morven: the wind of his hall is in his hair. 
His terrible ſpear is at his ſide; his ſhield that 
is like the darkened moon] Come to the battle 
of Oſcar; the hero is alone! "Shs 
He came not over the ſtreamy Carun *. The 
bard returned with his ſong. Grey night grows 
dim on Crona. The feaſt of thells is ſpread. A 
hundred oaks burn to the wind; faint light 


gleams over the heath. The ghoſts of Ardven 


paſs through the beam, and ſhew their dim and 
diſtant forms. Comala A is half unſeen on her 
meteor ; Hidallan is ſullen and dim, like the 
darkened moon behind the miſt: of night. 


%% War art thou-fad ?”. ſaid Ryno; for he 


alone beheld. the chief. Why art thou fad, 


Hidallan? haſt thou not received "_ fame 1 


1 The river +. Pkg | 

+ This is the ſcene of Comala's death, which is the ſubject 
of the dramatic poem. The poet mentions her in this place, 
in order to introduce the ſequel of Hidallan's ſtory, who, on 
account of her death, had been W mom the wars pt 
Fingal. 56 


os * 
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The ſongs of Offian have been heard; thy ghoſt 
has brightened in wind; when thou didft bend 
from thy cloud, to hear the ſong of Morven's 
bard! And do thine eyes,“ ſaid Oſcar, 
behold the chief, like the dim meteor of 
night? Say, Ryno, ſay, how fell Hidallan, the 
renowned-in the days of my fathers? His name 
remains on the rocks of Cona. I . 
ſeen the ſtreams of his hills“ 

FinGAL, replied the bard, drove Hidallan 
from his wars. The king's ſoul was ſad for 
Comala, and his eyes could not behold the 
chief. Lonely, fad along the heath he, ſlowly, 
moved, with filent ſteps. His arms hang diſ- 
ordered on his fide. His hair flies looſe from 
his brow. The tear is in his down-caſt eyes; a 
ſigh half-filent in his hreaſt! Three days he 
ftrayed unſeen, alone, before he came to La- 
mor's halls: the moſſy halls of his fathers, at 
the ſtream of Balva *. There Lamor fat alone 
beneath a tree; for he had ſent his people with 
Hidallan to war. The ſtream ran at his feet, 
his grey head reſted on his ſtaff. Sightleſs are 
his aged eyes. He hums the ſong of other times. 


« „This is 2 chat mall 1 gilt retaining the 
name of Balva, which runs through the romantic valley cf 
Glentivar in Stirlingſhire. Balva fgnifies a filent fiream ; and 
Glentivar, the /equeftere# vali. 


The 
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The: noiſe. of Hidallan's feet eam te his card 


he knew the tread of his ſon. c nd 15d 


A AIs the ſon of Lamor returned; or is it the 
ſound of his ghoſt? Haſt thou fallen on the 


banks of Carun, ſon of the aged Lamor? Or, 


if 1 hear the ſound of Hidallan's feet; where 
are the mighty in the war? here are my 
people, Hidallan, that were wont to return 
with their echoing ſhields? Have _ fallem en 
the banks of Carun?? : 

No: replied the fighing nid that ak 
of Lamor live. They are renowned in war, 
my father; but Hidallan is renowned no more. 
I maſt fit alone on the banks of n n 
roar of the battle grows. 

Bur thy fathers never fat Alone,” "replied 
the riſing pride of Lamor. They never fat 
alone on the banks of Balva, hen the roar of 
battle roſe. Doſt thou not hebold that tomb: 
My eyes diſcern it not; there reſts the noble 


father's tomb. How am I renowned, — 
lon? my ſon has fled from war!? 


** King of the ſtreamy Balva!“ ſaid Hidal- 


lan with a figh, «why doſt thou torment my 
foul? Lamor, I never fled. Fingal was fad for 


. Comala; 


Garmällon, who never fled from war! Come, 
thou renowned in battle, he ſays, come to thx 


160 
Comala; he denied his wars to Hidallan. Go to 
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the grey ſtreams of thy land, he ſaid; moulder 
like a leafleſs oak, which the winds have bent 
over Balva, never more to grow!” 

* An muſt 1 hear, Lamor replied, the 


lonely tread of Hidallan's feet? When thouſands 


are renowned in battle, ſhall he bend over my 


grey ſtreams ?. Spirit of the noble Garmallon ! 
carry Lamor to his place; his eyes are dark; 


his ſoul is ſad; his ſon has loft his fame!“ 
„ WHERE,” ſaid the youth, ſhall I ſearch 


. for fame to gladden the ſoul of Lamor? From 


whence ſhall I return with renown, that the 
ſound of my arms may be pleaſant in his ear? 
If I go to the chace of hinds, my name will not 
be heard. Lamor will not feel my dogs, with 
his hands, glad at my arrival from the hill. He 
will not enquire of his mountains, or of the 


dark- brown deer of his defarts !” 


„Must fall,“ ſaid Lamor, “like a leafleſs 


oak: it grew on a rock! it was overturned by 


the winds! My ghoſt will be ſeen on my hills, 
mournful for my young Hidallan. Will not 
ye, ye miſts, as ye riſe, hide him from my 
ſight? My ſon ] go to Lamor's hall: there the 
arms of our fathers hang. Bring the ſword of 


Garmällon; he took it from a ſoc!“ ae 


Hz 


eo Re: Mi 
Hs weiit * . the word with all i its 
ſtudded thongs. He gave it to his father, T he 
grey-haired hero felt the point with his hand. 
4 My ſon! lead me to Garmällon's bande 2 
it riſes beide that ruſtling tree. The long graſs 
is withered ; I hear the breezes whiftling there. 
A little fountdin murmurs near, and ſends its 
water ro. Balha. There let me reſt; it is noon: 
the ſun is on our fields l 
H ler Lich to Garnifilciis tomb; Liner 
plerced the fide of his fon. They fleep toge 


ther: their ancient halls moulder away. Ghoſts 
are ſeen there at noon + the valley is filent, and 


the people ſun the place of Lamor. 

5 Movanyvr is thy tale,” faid Ofca?, © ſon 
of the times of old! My ſoul ſighs for Hidallan ; 
he fell in the days of his youth. He flies on the 


blaſt of the defart, his wandering is in a foreign 


land. Sons of the ecchoing Morven! draw 
near to the foes of Fingal. Send the night 
away in ſongs; watch the firength of Caros. 
Oſcar gots to the people of other times; to the 


' ſhades of ſilent Ardven; where his fathers ſit 
dim in their clouds, and behold the future war. 5 
And art thou there, Hidallan, like a half extin | 
guiſned meter? Come to my fight, in thy ſor- 


row, chief of the widGog Balva!” 


. I, M Taz 
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Tux heroes move with their ſongs. Oſcar 


F 4 


. 


fowly aſcends the hill. The meteors of night | 
ſet A che heath, before, him. | A diſtant torrent 


faintly. roars. Unfrequent blaſts ruſh through 
aged oaks. The half-enlightened moon ſinks 
dim and red behind ber hill. Feeble voices are 
heard on the heath. Ofcar drew his ſword l FI 
« Cons,” fat d the hero, O ye ghoſts of 
my fathers | ye that fought againſt the kings of 
the world! Tell me the deeds of future times; 
and your converſe i in Jour, VG when you 
talk together. and behold your. ſons, i in the fields 
of the brave. : 
TR ENMOR came, from lis hill, at the voice 
of. his, mighty ſon. - A cloud, like the ſteed of 
the ſtranger, ſupported his airy, limbs. _ His 
robe i is of the miſt of Lano, that brings death 
to che people. His ſword is, a green meteor 
balf-extinguiſhed.. His face. is without form, 
and dark. He ſighed, thrice over the hero: 4 
thrice the wings. of night. roared around! Many 
were his words to Ofcar,z 3 but they only came 
by.. halyes to our. ears: 4 they were dark as the 
tales of. other times, before the light of, the 
ſong, aroſe... He lowly vaniſhed, like a, miſt 
chat melts, onthe, ſupny hill: - It, was, ie. „ 
daughter. of. Toſcar, my ſon. began firſt. to be 
ſad. He foreſaw the fall of his race. At times, 
"ma 
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he was 3 and dark; like the fun when 
he carries a cloud om his face, but again he 
looks forth from his Nr on the green en i | 
of Cona. 5 CATENt 

Os A paſſed che ee pd Vs ters, 
grey morning met him on Carun's banks. 
green vale ſurrounded a tomb which aroſe in 10 c 
times of old. Little hills lift their head at a 
diſtance; and ſtretch their old trees to the wind. 
The warriors of Caros ſat there, for they had 
paſſed the ſtream by night. T hey appeared, 
like the trunks of aged pines, to the pale light 
of the morning. Ofcar ſtood at the tomb, and 


raiſed thrice his terrible voice. The rocking 


hills ecchoed around; the ſtarting roes bounded = 
away : And the trembling ghoſts of the dead 
fled, ſhrieking on their clouds. 80 terrible was 
the voice of my ſon, when he called his friends! 
TA THOUSAND ſpears aroſe around ; ; the people 
of Caros roſe. "Why, daughter of Toſcar, why : 
that tear? My fon, though alone, is brave. 
Ofcar is like a beam of the ſky; he türns around 
and the people fall. © His hand is the arm of a 
ghoſt, when he ſtretches it from à cloud; the 
reſt of his thin form is unſeen; but the people 
He in the vale! My ſon Bebek che approach of 
the ſoe; be ſtood in the filetit darkneſs of his 
ſtrength. Am 1 alone, ſaid Ofcar, in the. 
eg "MS N * bf 
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mid of a thouſand foes? Many a ſpear is 
there] many a darkly-rolling eye! Shall I fly 
to Ardven? But did my fathers: ever fly? The 
mark of their arm is in a thouſand. battles, 
Oſcar too ſhall be renowned] Come, ye dim 
ghoſts of my fathers, and behotd my deeds in 
war! I may fall; but I will be: renowned like 
the race of the ecchoing Morven.“ He ſtood, 
growing in his place, like a flood in a narrow 
vale! The battle came, but thoy fell; e 
was the ſword of Oſcar! * 
- TRE noiſe reached his people at Crona hy 
came like a hundred fireams. The warriors of 
Caros fled; Ofcar remainet like a rock left by 
tde ebbing ſea. Now dark and deep, with all 
his ficeds, Caros rolled his might along: the 
little ſtreams art loſt in his courſe; the” earth 
, 1s rocking round. Battle'ſprends from wing to 
ving: ten thouſand ſwords: gleam at once in the 
ky. But why: ſhould. Offian ſing of battles * 
For never more ſhall: my ſteel mine in war. 1 
remember the days of my youth with grief; „ 
when I feel the weakneſs: of my arm. Happy 
axe they who fell in their youth, in the midſt of 
their reno wn They have not beheld the tombs 
of. their friend,: or failed to: bend the bow of 
their ſtrength. Happy art thou, O Oſcar, in 
bn EAT goeſt 
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goeſt to the fields of thy fame, where Caros 
fled from thy lifted ſword. 1 

 Darxntss comes on my ſoul, 0 ir daugh- 
ter of Toſcar, I behold not the form of my ſon. 
at Carun; nor the figure of Oſcar on Crona. 
The ruſtling winds have carried him far away ; 
and the heart of his father is ſad. But lead me, 
O Malvina, to the ſound of my woods ; to. the 
roar of my mountain ſtreams. Let the chace 
be heard on Cona ; let me think on the days of 
other years. And bring me the harp, O maid, 
that I may touch it, when the light of my ſoul 
. ſhall ariſe. Be thou near, to learn the ſong; 
future times ſhall hear of me! The ſons of the 
feeble hereafter will lift the voice on Cana ; and, 
looking up to the rocks, ſay, Here Offian, 
dwelt.” They ſhall admire the chiefs of old, 
the race that are no more! while we ride on our 
clouds, Malvina, on the wings of the roaring, 
winds. Our voices ſhall be heard, at times, in 
the deſart; we ſhall fing on the breeze of the. 
rock. 
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 CATHLIN or CLUTHA: 


ARGUMENT. 


An addreſs to Malvina, the daughter of Toſcar. The poet 
relates the arrival of Cathlin in Selma, to ſolicit aid againſt 
Duth-carmor of Cluba, who had killed Cathmol, for the 
ſake of his daughter Lanul. Fingal declining to make a 
choice among his heroes, who were all claiming the com- 
mand of the expedition ; they retired each to bis hill of 
| ghoſts; to be determined by dreams. The ſpirit of Trenmor 
appears to Offian and Oſcar : they fail, from the bay of Car- 
mona, and, on the fourth day, appear off the valley of Rath- 
col, in Inis-huna, where Duth-carmor had fixed his reſi- 
dence. Offian diſpatches a bard to Duth-carmor to demand 
battle. Night comes on. The diſtreſs of Cathlin of Clutha. 
Oſſian devolves the command on Oſcar, who, according to 
the cuſtom of the kings of Morven, before battle, retired to 
a neighbouring hill. Upon the coming on of day, the battle 
. Joins. Oſcar and Duth-carmor meet. The latter falls. 

' Oſcar carries the mail and helmet of Duth-carmor to Cath- 
lin, who had retired from the field. Cathlin is diſcovered 
to be the daughter of Cathmol, in diſguiſe, who had been 
carried off, by force, by, and had made her eſcape from, 
Duth-carmor, be 
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YOME, thou beam that art lonely, from 
watching in the night! The ſqually winds 
are 5 thee, from all their echoing hills. 


Red, oyer my hundred ſtreams, are the light- 
covered 


The traditions, which accompany this poem, inform us, 
that i it went, of old, under the name of Laoz-Oi- lutha; i. e. 
the hymn of the maid of Lutha. They pretend alſo to fx the 
time of its compoſition, . to the third year after the death 
of Fingal ; that is, uring the expedition of Fergus the 
fon” of Fingal, te the banks of Uiſea-duthon. In Tupport 
of this opinion, the Highland ſenachies have prefixed to 
this poem, an addreſs of Oſſian, to Congal the young ſon 
of Fergus, which I have rejected, as having no manner of 
connection with the reſt of the piece. It has poetical merit; ; 
and, probably, it was the opening of one of Oſſian's other 

„ tho” the bards injudiciouſly transferred i it to o the pieco 
now before us. 

** Congal, ſon of Fergus of Durath, thou light between thy 
locks. den to the rock of Selma, to the oak of the breaker 
of thields. Look e over the boſom of night, it is ſtreaked with 
the red ES: look on the night of ghoſts, and 

kindle 


170 CATHLIN or CLUTHA: 
covered paths of the dead. They rejoice, on 
the  eddying . winds, in the ſeaſon of night. 
Dwells there no joy in ſong; white hand of the 
harps of Lutha? Awake the voice of the ſtring; 
roll my ſoul to me. It is a ſtream that has failed. 
Malvina pour the ſong. 

I REAR thee, from thy darkneſs, in Selma, 
thou that watcheſt, lonely, by night! Why didſt 
thou with-hold the ſong, from Oſſian's fail- 
ing ſoul? As the falling brook to the ear of the 
hunter, deſcending from his ſtorm- covered hill; 

in a ſun-beam rolls the echoing ſtream; he 
hears, and ſhakes his dewy | locks ; ſuch is the 
voice of Lutha, to the friend of the ſpirits: of 
heroes. My ſwelling boſom beats high. I look 
back on the days that are paſt. Come, thou 
beam that art lonely, from 21 5 in the 
night! 5 

I the echoing bay of Glinndes * we ſaw, 
one 2 7 the e ſhip, On high, hung 
1 | a broken 


kindle, O Congal, thy foul. Be not, like the moon on a 
fiream, lonely in the midft of clouds : darkneſs cloſes around 
it ; and the beam departs. Depart not, ſon of Fergus, ere 
thou markeſt the field with thy ſword. Aſcend to the rock of 
2 to the oak of the breaker of ſhields,” 

- ® Car-mona, bay of the dark brown hill, an arm of the ſea, 
10 the neighbourhood of Selma. In this paragraph are men- 
tioned the ſignals preſented to Fingal, by thoſe who came ta 


1 * aid, The ſuppliants held, in one hand, a ſhield 
2 cavered 


„ EKL ON MYA? xii 
2 broken ſhield it was marked with wandering 
blood. Forward came a youth, in arms, and 
ſtretched his pointleſs ſpear. Long, over his 
tearful eyes, hung looſe his diſordered locks: 
Fingal gave the ſhell of kings. The words of 
the ranger aroſe. ** In his hall lies Cathmol 
of Clutha, by the winding of his own dark 
ſtreams. Duth-carmor ſaw white-boſomed La- 
nul e, and pierced her father's fide. In the 


a with blood, 3 in the other, a 1 1 the 
firſt a ſymbol of the death of their friends, the laſt an emblem 
of their own helpleſs ſituation. If the king choſe to grant ſuc- 
cours, which generally was the caſe, he reached to them rhe 
ſhell of feaſts, as a token of his hoſpitality and r inten · 
tions towards them. 

It may not be diſagreeable to the reader to lay here befors 
him the ceremony of the Cran-tara, which was of a ſimilar na- 
ture, and, till very lately, uſed in the Highlands, When 
the news of ar enemy came to the reſidence of the chief, he im- 
mediately killed a goat with his own ſword, dipped the end 
of an half-burnt piece of wood in the blood, and gave it to 
one of his ſervants, to be carried to the next hamlet. From 
hamlet to hamlet this ra was carried with the utmoſt expe, 
dition, and, in the ſpace of a few hours, the whole clan were 
in arms, and convened in an appointed place; the name of 
which was the only word that accompanied the delivery of the 
Cran-tara. This ſymbol was the manifeſto of the chief, by 
which he threatened. fire and ſword to thoſe ad Wache that 
did not immediately appear at his ſtandard, .- 

» Lanul, full eyed, a ſurname which, PN to watt 
| was beſtowed on the daughter of Cathmol, on account of her 
beauty ; this tradition, however, may have been founded'on 
that partiality, which the bards have ſhewn to Carblit of 


Clutha; for, according to them, meh e. tn * 
1 of the lovely. 
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172 CATHLIN of CLUTHA: 
ruſhy deſart were my ſteps. He fled in the fea- 
ſon of night. Give thine aid to Cathlin to re- 
venge his father. I ſought thee not as a beam, 
in a land of clouds, Thou, like the ſun, art 
known, king of echoing Selma ! | 

- SELMA's king looked around. In his pre- 
ſence, we roſe in arms. But who ſhould lift the 
mield? for all had claimed the war. The night 
came down; we ſtrode, in filence; each to his 
hilt of ghoſts': that ſpirits might deſcend, in our 
dreams, to mark us for the field. We firuck the 
ſhield of the dead: we raiſed the hum of ſongs. 
We thrice called the ghoſts of our 'fathers. We 
laid us down in dreams. Trenmor came, before 
mine eyes, the tall form of other years ! His 
blue hoſts were behind him in half-diftinguiſhed | 
rows. Scarce ſeen is their ftrife in miſt, or 
their ſtretching forward to deaths; I liſtened ; but 
no et was there. 1 he forms. were hd 
1 STARTED: from the dream of da G 
ſadden blaſt flew my whiſtling 'hair. Low- 1 
ſounding, in the oak, is the departure of the 
dead. 1 Tray. my wiel from its n. — 


een * of 110 from his mother r n 
we daughter of Branno, a powerful chief, on the / banks of 
that lake. It is remarkable that Oſuuan addreſſes no poem to 


. Wh Malvina, 


£5. Be 
Lego. He had ſcen kis fathers. As ruſhes 
forth the blaſt, on the boſom of whitening waves 
ſo careleſs ſhall my courſe be, through ocean, to 
the dwelling of foes. 1 haye ſeen the dead, my 
father! My beating ſoul. is is high! My fame'i is 
bright before me, like the ftreak of light on a 
cloud, when the broad fan comes forth, red t tra- 
reller of the ſky !” 

GRAN DSO of Bratino,” Laid; * not Ofcar 
alone ſhall meet the foe. I ruſh forward, thro” 
ocean, to the woody. dwelling of heroes. Let 
us Eohtend; my ſon, like eagles, from one rock, 
when they lift their broad wings; againſt the 
b of winds.“ We raifed our ſalls in Car- 

From three ſhips; they marked my 
Naß on the wave; as E looked on nightly Ton- 
thena o, red traveller between tlie clouds. Four 
days came the breeze abroad. ane e 


ts 1 Y 2 8 

ar Woh been übe 1 5 
actors. His attention to her, aſter the death of his ſon, ſhes 
that delicacy of ſentiment is not confined, as ſome Riba ima- 
sine, to our o poliſhed times. | 

„Ton- thena, fre, of the; wave, was the erlebte Aut 
mentioned in the ſevench book of. Temora, which giretlec 
th cure of Larthon to Ireland. It ſeems to have been 
well known to thoſe, who ſailed on chat fea, which di- 
vides Ireland from South- Britain. As the courſe of Offian was 
alöbg the coaſt of Inis-huna, he mentions with propriety, that 


ſtar which directed the voyage of the On . * eau 


to Ireland, c 
for — a 
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forward in; miſt. In winds were its hundred 
groves, |. Sun-beams marked, at times, its brown 
fide... White, leapt the foamy * from all 
its echoing rocks. 2 201 
A GREEN field, in the biſon of bills, winds 
filent with its own blue ftream. ' Here, midſt the 
waving of oaks, were the dwellings of kings of 
old. But filence, for many dark-brown years, 
had ſettled in graſſy Rath-col * ; for the race of 
heroes had failed, along the pleaſant vale. Duth- 
carmor was here, with his people, dark rider of 
the wave. Ton-thena had hid her head in the 
{ky. He bound his white-boſomed fails. His 
_ courſe is on the hills of Rath-col, to the ſeats of 
TOES. We, came. 1 ſent the bard, with ſongs, to | 
call the foe to fight. . Duth-carmor heard bim, 
with; joy. The king's ſoul was like a beam of fire; 
2 beam of fire, marked w with. ſmoak, ruſhing, Vas. 
ried, thro' the boſom of night. The deeds of 
Duth-carmor were dark, tho' his arm was firong. 
NIGHT came, with the gathering of clouds. 
By the beam: of the oak we.iat:down.- At a diſ- 


1 2 am a1 1 © abit 
* Rath col * an does not enge e ban OY the re- 
dence'of Duth-carmor: he ſeems · rather to have been forced 
2 by mant at leaſt [ ene to be che men. 
— . that 25 Bounk bir eit, bebe, Jails; which i us" 
much as to ſay,” that the weather was ſtormy, and that Duth- 
carmor put in to the bay of Rathcol for ſhelter, 


tance 
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dance ſtood Cathlin of Clutha. I ſaw the change: 
ful * ſoul of the ſtranger. As ſhadows fly ovẽ f 
the field of graſs, ſo: various is Cathlin's/ cheek: 
It was fair, within locks, that roſe on Rath- col's 
wind. I did not ruſh, amidft his ade may; | 
words. I bade the ſong to riſmmm. 
* OscAr of Lego,” I ſaid, be thine wk | 
ſecret hill +, to-night. Strike the thield, like 
Migreen s kings. With day, | Grp Oh lead in 


5 ** this. e ſucceeding. binds ares that 
Cathlin, who is here in the diſguiſe of a young warrior, had 
fallen in love with Duth-carmor at a feaſt, to which he had 
been invited by her father. Her love was converted into de- 
teſtation for him, after he had murdered her father, But as. 
theſe rain-bows of heaven are changefut, ſay my authors, ſpeak- 

ing of women, ſhe felt the return of her former paſſion, upon 
the approach of Duth-carmor's' danger. I myſelf, who think 
more favourably of the ſex, muſt attribute the agitation of 
Cathlin's mind to her extream ſenſibility to the injuries done 

r e mag um n hen 
ſequel of the ſtory, -- 


+ This paſſage alludes to 5 wil "AIRES 8 
en kings of Scotland, to, retire from their army on the 
night . a battle; The flory which Offan intro- 
duces in the next paragraph, concerns the fall of the , 
Druids. It is ſaid in many old poems, that the Druids, 
in the extremity. of their affairs, had ſolicited and ob- 
tained aid from Scandinavia. Among the, auxiliaries there. 
came. many. pretended. magicians, which circumſtance Offians | 
alludes to, in his deſcription of the /o# of. Lada. Magic and 
incantation could not, however, prevail; for Trenmor, aſſiſted 
by the valour of n me eee pee 
the Druids, 2122: 101 10235 | 04 ; 

N | war. 
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war. From my rock, I ſhalt fee thee, Olcar, 

a dreadful form aſcending in fight, like the ap- 
pearance of ghoſts, amidff the ſtorms they raiſe, 
Why ſhould mine eyes return'to the dim times 
of old, ere yet the ſong had burſted forth, like 


the ſudden riſing of winds? But the years, 


that are paſt, are marked with mighty deeds. 
As the nightly rider of wayes looks np to Ton- 
thena of beams: ſo let us turn our eyes to Tren- 
mor, the father of kings.” 

% Wrps, in Caracha's echoing field, 5. 
had poured his tribes. They were a dark ridge 


of waves. The grey-haired bards were like 


moving foam on their face. They kindled the 
ſtrife around, with their red - rolling eyes. Nor 


alone were the qyellers- of rocks; a ſon of Loda 


was there; a voice, in his own dark. land, to call 


6+ | 


the ghoſts from high. On his hill, he had dwelt, 
in Locklin, i in the midſt of a leafleſs grove. Five 


ſtones lifted, near, their heads. Loud roared 
his ruſhing ſtream. He often raiſed his voice to 
the winds, when meteors marked their nightly” 
wings; when the dark-robed moon was rolled 
behind her hill. Nor unheard of ghoſts was he 
They came with the ſound” of eagle wings. They 
tarned battle, i in fields, before the Kings of men. 


% Br, Trenmor, they turned not from battle. 
Us drew forward that troubled war; in its dark 


1tkirt 
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ſkirt was Trathal, like a riſing light. It was 
dark; and Loda's ſon poured forth his figns, on 
night. The feeble were not before thee, fon of 
other lands! Then roſe the firife of kings, | 
about the hill of night; but it was ſoft as two 
ſammer gales, ſhaking their light wings, on a 
lake. Trenmor yielded to his ſon ; for the fame 
of the king had been heard. Trathal came forth 
before his father, and the foes failed, in echo- 
ö ing Caracha. The years that are paſt, my hs a 
are marked with mighty deeds LIES 

Ix clouds roſe the eaftern light, The foe 
came forth in arms. The ſtrife is mixed on 
Rath-col, like the roar of ſtreams. Behold the 
contending of kings! They meet beſide the oak. 
In gleams of ſteel the dark forms are loſt; fuch 
is the meeting of meteors, in a vale by night: 
red light is fcattered round, and men foreſee the 
ftorm ! Duth- carmor is low in blood! The ſon” 
of Offian overcame ! Not harmleſs in battle was 


he, Malvina yg — * — THO Ok 
7 99 rt: ae 
„ FTrenmor and Trathal. Offian introduced this epiſode, 26 
an example to his ſon, from ancient time. 


«t. Thoſe. who deliver down this poem in traditiqn, lament 
that there is a great part of it loſt, In particular they regret 
the loſs of an epiſode, which was here introduced, with the 
ſequel of the ſtory of Carmal and his Druids, Their attach · 


ment to ĩt was founded on the deſcriptions of magical inchant- 
ments which it contained. 


Vox. J. N Non, 
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Yo in the field, were the -Keps of Cath- 
lin. The ſtranger ſtood by à ſecret ſtream, 
whet® the foam of Rath-col' ſkirted the moſſy 
ſtones. Above, bends the branchy birch, and 
ſtrews its leaves, on wind. The inverted ſpear 
of Cathlin touched, at times, the ſtream. Oſcar 
brought Duth-carmor's mail: his helmet with 
its eagle-wing. He placed them before the 
ſtranger, and his words were heard. The 
foes of thy father have failed. They are laid 
in the field of ghoſts. Renown returns to Mor- 
ven, like a riſing wind. Why art thou dark, 
chief of Clutha ? Is there cauſe for grief? 

“Som of Offian of harps, my ſoul is darkly fad. 
T behold the arms of Cathmol, which he raiſed 
in war. Take the mail of Cathlin, place it 
high in Selma's hall; that thou mayſt remember 
the hapleſs in thy diſtant land.” From white 
breaſts deſcended the mail. It was the race of 
kings; the ſoft-handed daughter of Cathmol, 
at the fireams of Cluthal Duth-carmor ſaw 
her bright in the hall, he had come, by night, 
to Clutha. Cathmol met him, in battle, but the 
hero fell. Three days dwelt the foe, with the 
, maid. On the fourth ſhe fled in arms. She | 
remembered the race of kings, and felt her burſt- 
ing ſoul! 


=. 


4 
Way, 
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Wu, maid of Toſcar of Lutha, ſhould I 
tell how Cathlin failed? Her tomb is at ruſhy 
Lumon, in a diſtant land. Near it were. the 
ſteps of Sul - malla, in the days of grief. She 
raiſed the ſong, for the daughter of frungers 
and touched the mouraful har. 
Cox, from the watching of night, Malvina, 
DBMS: bo 5H © onions 
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ARGUMENT. 

Tuis poem, which, properly ſpeaking, is a continuation of 
the laſt, opens with an addreſs to Sul-malla, the daughter 
of the king of Inis-huna, whom Offian met, at the chace, 
as he returned from the battle of Rath- col. Sul-malla in- 
vites Offian and Ofcar to a feaſt, at the reſidence of her 
father, who was then abſent in the wars, Upon hearing 

their name and family, ſhe relates an expedition of Fingal 
into Inis-huna. She caſually mentioning Cathmor, chief 
of Atha, (who then aſſiſted her father againſt his enemies) 
Offian introduces the epiſode of Culgorm and Surandronlo, 

two Scandinavian kings, in whoſe-wars Offian himſelf and 
Cathmor were engaged of oppolite ſides. The ſtory is 
imperfect, a part of the original being loſt. Oſſian, warned, 
in a dream, by the ghoſt of Trenmor, en fail from Inis- 
huna. | 
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H O moves ſo ſtately, on Lumon, at 
the roar of the foamy waters? Her 


hair falls upon her heaving breaſt. White is her 
arm behind, as low ſhe bends the bos. Why 


18 1 0 ; 5! — 4 . 9 * * 8 a 4 


* — py 4 « 4 w/w 
* / . N 4 1 WET a+ a 82 * 0 * 8 


* 


N. 


we 


. 
— 


The expedition of Offian to Inis-huna . a ſhort 
time before Fingal paſſed over into Ireland, to dethrone Cair- 
bar the ſon of Borbar-duthul. Cathmor, the brother of Cair- 
bar, was aiding Conmor, king of Inis huna, in his wars, at 
the time that Offian defeated Dath-carmor, in the valley of 
Rath- col. The poem is more intereſting, that it contains ſo 


many particulars concerning thoſe perſonages, who make ſo 
| great a figure in Temora. 


The exact correſpondence in the manners and cuſtoms of 
Inis-huna, as here deſcribed, to thoſe of Caledonia, leaves no 
room to doubt, that the inhabitants of both were origioally 
the ſame people, Some may allege, that Oſſian might 

9 N 4 transfer, 
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doſt thou wander in deſarts, like a light thro' a 
cloudy field? The young roes are panting, by 
their fecret rocks. Return, thou daughter of 
kings! the cloudy night is near! It was the 
young branch of green Inis-huna, Sul-malla of 
blue eyes. She ſent the bard from her rock, to 

bid us to her feaſt. Amidſt the ſong we fat 
down, in Cluba's ecchoing hall. White moved 
the hands of Sul-malla, on the trembling ſtrings. 

Half-heard amidſt the ſound, was the name of 
Atha's king : he that was abſent in battle for her 
own green land. Nor abſent from her ſoul was 
he; he came midſt her thoughts by night. 
Ton-thena looked 1 in, from the ſky, and ſaw her 
toſſing arms. | 

Taz ſound of ſhells had ceaſed. Amid long 
tocks, St{l-malla roſe. „She ſpoke with bended 
eyes, and aſked of our courſe thro” ſeas ; *©* for 
of the kings of men are ye, tall riders of the 


transfer, in his poetical deſcriptions, the manners of his own 
nation to foreigners. This objection is eafily anſwered, Why 
has he not done this with regard to the inhabitants of Scandi- 
navia? We find the latter very different in their cuſtoms and 
ſuperſtitions from the nations of Britain and Ireland. The 
Scandinavian manners are remarkably barbarous and fierce, 
and ſeem to mark outa nation much leſs advanced in a ſtate of 
civilization, than the inhabitants of Britain were in the times 
of Ofian. | | 


waye,” 
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waye *,” Not unknown,” I ſaid, at his 
ſtreams is he, the father of our race. Fingal 


has been heard of at Cluba, blue- eyed daughter 5 


of kings. Nor only, at Cona's ſtream, is Oſſian 


and Oſcar known. Foes trembled at our voice, 


and ſhrunk in other lands.“ | 
«© Nor unmarked,” ſaid the maid,” © by 
Sul-malla, is the ſhield of Morven's king. It 
hangs high, in my father's hall, in memory of 
the paſt; when Fingal came to Cluba, in the 
days of. other years. Loud roared the boar of 
Culdarnu, in the midſt of his rocks and woods. 
Inis-huna ſent her youths, but they failed ; and 


* Sul-malla here diſcovers the quality of Oſſian and Oſcar, 
from their ſtature and ſtately gait, Among nations, not far 
advanced in civilization, a ſuperior beauty and ftatelineſs of 
perſon were inſeparable from nobility of blood. Tt was from 
theſe qualities, that thoſe of family were known by ſtrangers, 


not from tawdry trappings of ſtate injudiciouſly thrown round 
them. The cauſe of this diſtinguiſhing property, muſt, in 


ſome meaſure, be aſcribed to their unmixed blood. They 
had no inducement to intermarry with the vulgar: and no 
lo notions of intereſt made them deviate from their choice, 


in their own ſphere. - In ſtates, where luxury has been 
long eſtabliſhed, beauty of perſon is, by no means, the 


characteriſtic of antiquity of family. This muſt be attri- 
buted to thoſe enervating vices, which are inſeparable from 
p luxury and wealth, A great family, (to alter a little the 
words of the hiſtorian) i it is true, like a river, becomes confi- 


derable from the length of its courſe, but, as it rolls on, 


hereditary diſtempers, as "or as property, flow ſucceſſively 
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virgins wept over tombs. Careleſs went Fingal 


to Culdarnu. On his ſpear rolled the ſtrength 


of the woods. He was bright, they ſaid, in 
his locks, the firſt of mortal men. Nor at the 
feaſt were heard his words. His deeds paſſed 
from his ſoul of fire, like the rolling of vapours 
from the face of the wandering ſun. Not care- 
leſs looked the blue eyes of Cluba on his ſtately 
ſte ps. In white boſoms roſe the king of Selma, 
in the midſt of their thoughts by night. But the 
winds bore the ſtranger to the ecchoing vales of 
his roes. Nor loſt to other lands was he, like a 


meteor that ſinks in a cloud. He came forth, 


at times, in his brightneſs, to the diſtant dwel- 
ling of foes. His fame came, like the ſound of 


vVinds, to Cluba's N vale *.” 


ee ef era hong DARKNESS 


Too partial to our own times, we are ready to mark out 
remote antiquity, as the region of ignorance and barbariſm. 
This, perhaps, is extending our prejudices too far. It has 
been long remarked, that knowlege, in a great meaſure, is 


founded on a free intercourſe between mankind-; and that the 
mind is enlarged in proportion to the obſervations i it has made 


upon the manners of different men and nations, If we look, 
with attention, into the hiſtory of Fingal, as delivered by 
Oſſian, we ſhall find that he was not altogether a poor igno- 
rant hunter, confined to the narrow corner of an iſland. His 
expedi tions to all parts of Scandinavia, to the north of Ger- 
many, and the different ſtates of Great Britain and Ireland, 


were very numerous, and performed under ſuch a character, 


and at ſuch n as gave him an opportunity to mark the 
undiſguiſed 


1 * O TE 

„ DAxENISs dwells in Cluba of harps: the 
race of kings is diſtant fir; in battle ĩs my father 
Conmor: and Lormar “ my brother, king of 
ſtreams. Nor darkening alone are they; 2 


beam, from other lands, is nigh; the friend of 


ſtrangers f in Atha, the troubler of the field. 
High, from their miſty hills, look forth the blue 
eyes of Exin; for he is far away, young dweller 
of their ſouls! Nor, harmleſs, white hands of 
Erin! is Cathmor in the ſkirts of war; he 


rolls ten thouſand before OW in his diſtant 


field.” WAY 3 


« Nor — Het Oſſian, I ſaid, ** ruſhed 
Cathmor from his ſtreams, when he ee his 


i manners s of mankind. War 0 an adlive life, as as 
they call forth, by turns, all the powers of the ſoul, preſent 
to us the different charaQers of men: in times of peace and 
quiet, for want of objects to exert them, the powers of the 
mind he concealed, in a great meaſure, and we ſee only arti- 
ficial paſſions and manners, It is from this conſideration I 


conclude, that a traveller of penetration could gather more - 


genuine knowlege from a tour of ancient Gaul, than from 

the minuteſt obſervation of all the artificial manners, and mo- 
- gant refinements of modern France, 
| _* Lormar was the ſon of Conmor, and the brother of Sul- 
malla. After the death of Conmor, Lormar ſucceeded him 
in the throne. © 

4 Cathmor, the fon of B Aber · duthul. It wonld appear, 

from the partiality with which Sul-malla ſpeaks of that hero, 
that ſhe had ſeen him, previous to his joining her father's 
army 3 ; tho? tradition poſitively aſſerts, that it was, er his 
return, that ſhe fell in love with him. 
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ſtrength on I-thorno *, iſle of many waves l In 


ſtrife met two kings in I-thorno, Culgorm and 


Suran-dronlo: each from his n iſle, 


ſtern hunters of the boar? 15 
TR REx met a boar, at a forms * 
each pierced him with his ſpear. They ſtrove 
for the fame of the deed; and gloomy battle 
roſe. From iſle to iſle they ſent a ſpear, broken 


and ſtained with blood, to call the friends of 


their fathers, in their ſounding arms: Cathmor 


came, from Erin, to Culgorm, red-eyed king: 


I aided Suran-dronlo, in his land of boars:” .. 
W ruſhed on either ſide of a ſtream, 
which roared thro' a - blafted heath. High 
broken rocks were round, with all their bend- 
ing trees. Near were two circles of Loda, with 


the ſtone of power; where ſpirits deſcended, by 


night, in dark-red fireams of fire. There, 
mixed with the murmur of waters, roſe the 


* 


* Lchorno, ſays tradition, was an iſland of Scandinavia. 


In. it, at a hunting party, met Culgorm and Suran-dronlo, 


the kings of two neighbouring iſles. They differed about the 
honour of killing a boar; and a war was kindled between 


them. From this epiſode we may learn, that the manners of 


the Scandinavians were much more ſavage and cruel, than 
thoſe of Britain. It is remarkable, that the names, intro- 
duced in this ſtory, are not of Galic original, which circum- 
ſtance affords room to ſuppoſe, that it had its foundation in true 
hiſtory, - | a: 


voice 
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voice of aged men, they called the forms of 
night, to aid them in their war. 

* HxEEDLESs I ſtood, with my people, where 
fell the foamy ſtream from rocks. The moon 
moved red from the mountain. My ſong, at 
times, aroſe. Dark, on the other ſide, young 
Cathmor heard my voice; for he lay, beneath 
the oak, in all his gleaming arms. Morning 
came; we ruſhed to fight: from wing to wing 
is the rolling of ſtrife. They fell, like the 
thiſtle” s head, beneath autumnal. winds. FRE: 
In armour came a ſtately form: I mixed my 
ſtrokes with the chief. By turns our ſhields 
are pierced: loud rung our ſteely mails. His 
helmet fell to the ground. In brightneſs ſhone 
the foe. His eyes, two pleaſant flames, rolled 
between his wandering locks. I knew Cathmor 
of Atha, and threw my ſpear on earth. Dark, 
we turned, and ſilent paſſed to mix with other 
yr 1 | 3 
* From 15 . cſrddneldngb of Offian not OW n at the 
rites, deſcribed in the preceding paragraph, we may ſqppoſe 
that he held them in contempt. This difference of ſenti- 
ment, with regard to religion, is a fort of argument, that 
the Caledonians were not originally a colony of Scandinavians, 


as ſome have imagined. Concerning ſo remote a period, more 


conjecture maſt Er 47 1 _ of pry prevent; and Ker 5 
proofs,” #.4G | | A 
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Nor ſo paſſed the ſtriving kings. They 
mixed in ecchoing fray ; like the meeting of 
ghoſts, in the dark wing 5 of winds. Thro' 
either breaſt ruſhed the ſpears; nor yet lay the 
foes. on earth A rock received their fall; half- 
reclined they lay in death. Each held the lock 
of his foe; each grimly ſeemed to roll his eyes. 
The ſtream of the rock leapt on their ſhields, 
and mixed below with blood. 
<«* Taz battle ceaſed in I- thorno. The ſtran- 
gers met in peace: Cathmor from Atha of 
ſtreams, and Oſſian, king of harps. We placed 
the dead in earth. Our Reps were by Runar's 
bay. With the bounding boat, afar, advanced 
2 ridgy wave. Dark was the rider of ſeas, but 
a beam of light was there, like the ray of the ſun, 
in Stromlo's rolling ſmoak. It was the daugh- 
ter + of Suran-dronlo, wild in brightened looks. 
bb en 
y * Culgorm and Suran- unde The combat of the kings and 
their attitude id death are highly pictureſque, and expreſſive 
of that ferocity of manners, which ee che northern 


nations. 90 $11 1 4 A* 11831 


+ Tradition has handed Jown, the name of this princeſs 
The bards call her Runo-forlo, which has no other fort of title 
for being genuine, but its, not being of Galic original; ; a diſ- 
tinction, which the bards had not the. art. to preſerve, when 
they feigned names for foreigners. . The highland ſenachies, 
who very often endeavoured to ſupply 1 the deficiency, they 
8 at. thought 
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Her eyes were wandering flames, amidſt diſor- 
dered locks. Forward is her white arm, with 
the ſpear; her high-heaving breaſt is ſeen, white 
as foamy waves that riſe, by turns, amidſt rocks. 
They are heautiful, but terrible, and mariners 
call the winds!“ 


% Cox, ye dwellers of Loda !” ſhe ſaid, | 
come, Carchar, pale in the midſt of clouds 


thought they found in the tales of Oſſian. have given us the 
continuation of the ſtory of the daughter of Suran- dronlo. 
The cataſtrophe is ſo unnatural, and the circumſtances of it ſo 
ridiculouſly pompous, that, for the ſake of the inventors, I ſhall 
conceal them, | 

The wildly beautiful appearance of 1 5 9 a 
deep impreſſion on a chief, ſome ages ago, who was himſelf 
no contemptible poet. The ſtory is romantic, but not inere- 
dible, if we make allowances for the lively imagination of a 
man of genius. Our chief ſailing, in a ſtorm, along one of 
the iſlands of Orkney, ſaw a woman, in a boat, near the 
ſhore, whom he thought, as he expreſſes it himſelf, as beauti- 
ful as @ ſudden ray of the ſun, on the dark-heaving deep, The 
verſes of Offian, on the attitude of Runo-forlo, which was ſo 
ſimilar to that of the woman in the boat, wrought ſo much on 
5 bis fancy, that he Fell deſperately i in love. The winds, how- 
; ever, drove him from the coaſt; and, after a few days, he arrived 
"at his reſidence in Scotland; © There his paſſion increaſed to 
ſuch a degree, that two of his friends, fearing the conſequence, 
failed to the Orkneys, to carry to him the object of his deſire. 
Upon enquiry they foon'found the nymph, and carried her to 
| the enamdured chief; but mark his ſurprize, when, inſtead 
of a ray of the fan, he ſaw a ſkinny fiſherwoman, more than 
| middle aged, appearing before him. Tradition here ends the 
ſtory : but it may be eafily ſuppoſed that the paſſion of the 
chief ſoon ſubſided. | 
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192 SUL-MALLA or LUMON: 
Sluthmor, that ſtrideſt in airy halls ! Corchtur, - 
terrible in winds ! Receive, from his daughter's 
ſpear, the foes of Suran-dronlo. No ſhadow, 
at his roaring ftreams; no mildly-looking form 
was he! When he took up his ſpear, the hawks 
ſhook their ſounding wings : for blood was 
poured around the fteps of dark-eyed Suran- 
dronlo. He lighted me, no harmleſs beam 5 to 
glitter on his ſtreams. Like meteors, I was 
bright, but ] blaſted the foes of Suran-dronlo.” 
o" © 0 20,0 EPR 0-0 OS 
Nox . heard Sul-malla, the praiſe 
of Cathmor of ſhields. He was within her ſoul, 
like a fire in ſecret heath, which awakes at the 
voice of the blaſt, and ſends its beam abroad, 
Amidft the ſong removed the daughter of kings, 
like the voice of a fummer-breeze ; when it 
lifts the heads of flowers, and curls the lakes and 
fireams. The ruſtling ſound gently ſpreads o'er 
the vale, ſoftly-pleaſing as it ſaddens the ſoul. 
By night came 2 dream to Oſſian; formleſs 
ſtood the ſhadow of Trenmor. He ſeemed to 


ſtrike the dim ſhield, on Selma's ſtreamy rock. 


I roſe, in my rattling ſteel ; I knew that war was 


near, before the winds our fails were ſpread ; 


when Lumon ſhewed its ſtreams to the morn. 
Co ux from the watching. of night, Malvina, 
[ney beam ! 
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Reflections on the 3 ch 'An * to Selma, 
Oſcar obtains leave to go to Inis-thona, an iſland of Scan- 
dinavia, The mournful ſtory of Argon and Ruro, the two 
ſons of the king of Inis-thona. Oſcar revenges their death, 


and returns in triumph to Selma. A ** by the poet 
himſelf. 
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on the hill of heath. He ſleeps j in the " 
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heads to 12 vind 1 He 88 back with 3 joy, on 
the day of the ſun ; and the pleaſant dreams of 
his reſt! When ſhall. Offian' 8 youth return ? 
When his ear delight in the ſound of arms? 
When ſhall 1, like Oſcar, travel in the light of 
my ſteel? Come, with your ſtreams, | ye. hills 
of Cona | liſten to the voice of. Oſſian. ſr he 
ſong riſes, like the fun, in my ſoul. 1 feel the 
| Joys of other times ! 

Inos thy towers, O Selma't the oaks of 
thy. ſhaded wall; thy fireams ſound in my car; 
hangs gates around. Fingal ſus in the 
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midſt. He leans on the ſhield of Trenmor: his 
ſpear ſtands againſt the wall; he liſtens to the 
ſong of his bards. The deeds of his arm are 
heard; the actions of the king in his youth! 
Oſcar had returned from the chace, and heard 
the hero's praiſe. He took the ſhield of Brannoꝰ 
from the wall ; his eyes were filled with tears. 
Red was the cheek of youth. His voice was 
trembling, low. My ſpear thook its bright 
htad in his hand : he ſpoke to Morven's king. 

c FinGaL! thou king of heroes!  Offian, 


next to him in war! ye have fought in your 


yguth ; your names are renowned in ſong. 
Oſcar” is like the miſt of Cona; 1 appear and ] 
yaniſh ; away: The bard will not know my 1 name. 
The hunter will not ſearch in the heath for 1 my 
tomb. Let me fights O heroes, in the battles 
of Inis-Thona. Diſtant is the land of my war! 
ye ſhall not hear of Oſcar's fall! Some bard may 


find me there ; ſome bard may give my name to 


ſong. The daughter of the ſtranger ſhall fee 


my tomb, and weep over the youth, that came 


from afar. The bard mall ſay, at the feaſh, 
* hear the ſong of Oſcar from the diſtant land * 


= This i is 1 ** father of Everallin, * beine 
to Oſcar; he. ws of Iriſh extraction, and. lord of the country 
round the lake of Lego. His great actions are handed r 
* a and his . a proverb. 


Osc ax,“ 


15 A © P 0 E 2M: 677 


Osc Ax,“ replied the king of Morven; 
thou ſhalt fight, ſon of my fame Prepare my 
dark-boſomed ſhip to carry my hero to lnis- 
thona. Son of my ſon, regard our fame; thou 
art of the race of renown Loet not the children 
of ſtrangers ſay, feeble are the ſons of Morven! 
Be thou, in battle, a roaring ſtorm: mild as 
the evening ſun in peace | Tell, Oſcar, to Inis- 
thona's king, that Fingal remembers his youth; 
when we ftrove in the combat together, in the 
days of Agandecca.” | 
TnxkEx lifted up the ſounding fail; the wind 
whiſtled through the thongs * of, their maſts. 
Waves laſh the oozy rocks: the ſtrength of 
ocean roars. My ſon beheld, from the wave, 
the land of groves. He ruſhed into Runa's 
ſounding bay, and ſent his ſword to Annir of 
ſpears, The grey-haired hero roſe, when: he 
faw the ſword of Fingal. His eyes were full of 
tears; he remembered his, battles in youth, 
Twice had they lifted the ſpear, before the lovely 
Agandecca : heroes; Kood far Aidan. as if. two 
ſpirits were mite in winds. 
_ - * BuT now,“ began the King, 66, 1 2m old; 
the ſword lies uſeleſs in mf. hall Thou, who 
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art of Morven 8 race! Annir has ſeen the battle 
of ſpears ; but now he is pale and withered, like 
the oak of Lano. , I have no Ton to meet thee 
with joy, to bring thee to the halls of his fa- 
thers. Argon i 18 pale i in the tomb, and Ruro is 
no more. My daughter is in the hall of ſtran- 
gers: ſhe longs to behold my tomb. Her ſpouſe 
ſhakes ten thouſand ſpears ; ; he comes“ a cloud 
of death from Lano. Come, to ſhare the feaſt 
of Annir, fon of ecchoing Morven 1 

TnREI days they feaſted together ; on the 
Fourth, Annir heard the name of Oſcar. They 
rejoiced i in the ſhell . They purſued the boars 
of Runa. Beſide the fount of moſſy ones, the 
weary heroes reſt. The tear ſteals in ſecret from 
Annlir: be broke the riſing ſich. _ Here darkly 
reſt,” the hero faid, * the children of my youth. 
This ſtone i is the tomb of Riiro ; that tree founds 


* Cormalo had lee 8 a war 2 his father in law 
Arinir king of Inis-thona, in order to deprive him of his king” 
dom: the injuſtice of his deſigns was ſo much reſented by Fin- 
E, that he ſent bis grandſon, Oſcar, tothe afiitayee of Anuir, 
Both armies came ſoon to a battle, in which the conduct and 
valour of Oſcar obtained a compleat victory. An end was pu t 
to the war by the death of Cormilo; Who fell in a ſingle com- 
bat, by Ofcar's hand. Thus is the ſtory delivered down by 
tradition; though the poet, to raiſe. the character of his ys 
makes Oſcar himſelf propoſe the expedition. 


+ To rejoice in the Hell i is & es for W ſupmoutty 
and drinking freely. £ 


over 
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over the Aja Do 1 
O my ſons, within your narrow houſe? Or do 
ye ſpeak in thefe rufſling en when has! N 
of the deſart riſe? Wel 

&© KING of Inis-thona,“ ber 66 thy 

fell the children of youth? The wild boar ruſhes 
over their tombs, but he does not diſturb their 
repoſe. They purſue deer * formed of clouds, 
and bend their airy bow. They Qill love the 
2 of their youth ; and mount 0 viad with 
joy.“ 

„ CoRMALo,"” replied the Eng. * is a chief of 
ten thouſand ſpears. He dwells at the waters of 
Lano , which ſends forth the vapour of death. 
He came to Runa's ecchoing halb, and ſought 
the honour of the ſpear f. The youth was lovely 
as the firft beam of the fun; few were they who 
could meet him in fight! My heroes yielded to 
bee Wh daughter was ſeized i in his love, 


, ed hongyt off 't, 

0 The notion of Offin.concerning the ln of the deceaſed, 
was the ſame with that of the ancient Greeks and Roman, 
They imagined that the fouls purſued, in their ſeparate fate, 

the employments and pleaſures of their former life. 

+ Lano was a lake of Scandinavia, remarkable, in che da) 3 

of Oſſian, for emitting a peſtilential vapour in autumn. id 
thou, O witiant Dudhimar, Inte tb mit of marfby Lane; when 


4 over — e, tht bring rd ie ab la 
. _e | l 1 
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Argon and Ruro returned from the chace; the 
tears of their pride deſcend: they roll their 
filent eyes on Runa's heroes, who had yielded 
to a ſtranger. Three days they feaſted with Cor- 
malo: on the fourth young Argon fought. But 
who could fight with Argon ! Cormalo is over- 
come.” His heart ſwelled with the. grief of 
pride; he reſolved, in ſecret, to behold the 
death of my ſons? They went to the hills of 
Runa: they purſued the dark-brown hinds. 
The arrow of Cormalo flew in ſecret ; my chil- 
dren fell in blood. He came to the maid of his 
love; to Inis-thona's long-haired: maid, They 
fled over the deſart. Annir remained alone. 
Night came on and day appeared; nor Ar- 
gon's voice; nor Ruro's came. At length their 
much- loved dog was ſeen; the fleet and bound- 
ing Runar. He came into the hall and howled ;- 
and ſeemed to look towards the place of their: 
fall. We followed him: we found them here: 
we hid them by th moſſyj ſtream. This is the 
haunt of Annir, when the chace of the hinds is 
paſt. I bend like the e e oak; Ny: 
tears for yer HDA EPE 

. £44 O ROUVAW “ faid: SID LIVER 1 * 
king ef -pxary't call my heroes to my fide, 
the ſons of ſtreamy Morven. To-day we go to 
Lano's water, that ſends forth the vapour of 
death. 
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death. Cormalo will not long rejoice: tend is 
often at the point of our ſwords!” ? 

THEY came over the defart like forms, 
clouds, when the winds roll them along the. 
heath: their edges are tinged with lightning; 
the ecchoing groves foreſee. the fiorm! The, 
horn of Oſcar's battle is heard; Lano ſhook over 
all its waves. The children of the lake convened, 
around the ſounding: ſhield of Cormalo. Oſcar 
fought, as he was wont in war. Cormalo fell 
beneath his ſword : the ſons of diſmal Lano fled 
to their ſecret vales ! Oſcar brought the daugh-. 
ter of Inis-thona to Annir's ecchoing halls. The 
face of age is bright with joy; he bleſt = king 
of ſwords! ! (© | 

How great was ide. joy of Oman, Ny is ber 
held the diſtant ſail of his ſon L it was like a 
cloud of light that riſes in, the eaſt, when the 
traveller is fad in a land unknown; and diſmal. 
night, with her ghoſts, is fitting around in ſhades}. 
We brought him, vith ſongs, to /Selma.'s balls. 
Fingal ſpread the feaſt: of. ſhells. & thouſand, 
bards raiſed the name of -Ofear,;;;Moryen an- 
ſwered to the ſound. The daughter, of Toſcar, 
was, there; ber voice vag like the, harp 5 (when 
the diſtant ſound aomes, inſthe cygning, on The 
loft ruſtling breeze of the we kn 7? to 200) 30! 
„ „e 909 Ang daft rad rv OE! 
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O Lay me, ye that ſee the light, near ſome 
rock of my hills! let the thick hazels be around, 
let the ruſtling oak be near. Green be the place 
of my reſt ; let the ſound of the diftant torrent 
be heard. Daughter of Toſcar, take the harp, 
and raiſe the lovely ſong of Selma ; that wr 
may overtake my ſoul in the midſt of joy; th 


the dreams of my youth may return, and 4 
days of the mighty Fingal. Selma! I behold 


thy towers, thy trees, thy ſhaded wall! I ſee the 
heroes of Morven ; I hear the ſong of bards' 
Oſcar lifts the ſword of Cormalo ; a thoufand 
youths admire its ſtudded thongs. They look 
with wonder on my ſon : They admire the 
ſtrength of his arm. They mark the joy of 
his father's eyes; they long for an equal fame. 
And ye ſhall have your fame, O ſons of ſtreamy 
Morven !' My foul is often brightened with 
ſong; I remember the friends of my youth. 
But ſleep deſcends, in the found of the harp! 
pleaſant dreams begin to riſe! Ye ſons of the 
chace ſtand far diſtant, nor diſturb my reſt. 
7 he bard of other times holds diſcourſe with his 
Father ers, the chiefs of the days of old! Sons of 
the 'chace, ſtand fir diſtant ! difturd yot the 
dreams Keen SN 
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mes. Minona ſings before the king the ſong of the unfor- 
r poetica 


tunate Colma; and the bards exhibit other 
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TA R of deſcending” night! fair is thy 
light in the weſt! thou liſteſt thy unſhorn 
head from thy cloud: thy ſteps are ſtately on 
thy hill. What doſt thou behold in 1 the plain 2 
The ftormy winds are laid. The murmur of 
the torrent comes from afar. Roaring waves 
elimb the diſtant rock. The flies of evening 
are on their feeble wings; the hum of their 
courſe is on the field. What doſt thou behold, 
fair light? But thou doſt ſmile and depart. The 
waves come with joy around thee: they bathe 
thy lovely hair. Farewel, thou filent beam! 
Let the light of Oſſian's ſoul ariſe! | 
AND it does ariſe in its ftrength! I behold 
my departed friends. Their gathering is on 
Lora, as in the days of other years. Fingal | 
comes like a watry column of miſt ; his heroes 
are around: And ſee the bards of ſong, grey- 
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haired Ullin! ately Ryno! Alpin “, with the 
tuneful voice] the ſoft complaint of Minona ! 
How are ye changed, my friends, ſince the days 
of Selma's feaſt ?. when we contended, like gales 


of ſpring, as they fly along the hill, and bend 


by turns the feebly-whiſtling graſs. | 

Minoxa F came forth in her beauty ; with 
down-caft look and tearful eye. Her hair flew 
ſlowly on the blaſt, that ruſhed unfrequent from 
the: hill. The ſouls of the heroes were fad when 
Often had they 
ſesn the grave of Salgar + the dark. dwelling of 
whize-boſomed Colma l. - Colm: left alone on 
the bill, with all her voice of ſong ! Salgar 
promiſed to come: but the night defeended 
around. Hear the voice of Colma, when ſhs 
Wt alone de. An: N 11 


* 710 ; 


= Are is "a the 4 root with Albiao, or rather Al- 
bin, the ancient name of Britain; ; Alp, hig 2 and. or 34 
D. The preſent name af our ifland 14 its origin in the 
Celtic zongue; ſo that thoſe who derived it from any other, 
betrayed their ignorance of the ancient language « of our cOuny 
try. Brait or Braid, extenſive ; and in, land. 


- + Affan introguees Minaya, not in the ideal ſcene in his 


own IRE which he had deſfribed ; but at the annual feaſ} of 


Selma ere the bards repeated their works before F gal, 
3 r, Ie" 9 ” 
ym ABI ee if 1 il. * Qs; 
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bs Corma. 1 eee 
or is 3 Iam alecs, cee the hill 
of ſtonms. The wind, is heard. in the mountain, 
The torrent pours down the rock. No. hut re+ 
ecives me from the TAs: nn. Wt of 
winds)! 1 ain 1 2 Int We 

Rz, eon . behind thy. lain 
of the night ariſe! Lead me, ſome light, to the 
place, Where my. love reſts from the chace 
alone ] his bow near him, unſtrunga bis dog 
panting around him. But here I muſt ſit alonr. 
by the rock of the moſſy ſtream. The ſtream 
and the wind roar alond. - I hear nbt he voice 
of my love l Why delays my Salgar, why the 
chief of the hill, his pramiſe? Hexe is che rock. 
and here the tree! here i the roaring ſtream 
Thou didſt promiſe with night to be here. Ah! 
whither is my Salgar gong? With thee 1 would 
fly, from my father; with chee, from, my bro- 
ther of pride. Our rage have aeg bene 
ve are not foes, O Salgar! %% Abe 5490 
Cask a little while, O0 wink! — be 
thou filent a while! let my | vale; he bean 
around. Let my wanderer bear Me lu Sager 8 
2 Hete is dhe ten d The 
„Salgar, my love 1; amheren WH 
. thouithy ming? Lo] them m 


8 comes 


7 8 
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comes forth. The flood is bright in the vale. 
The rocks are grey on the ſteep. I ſee him not 
on the brow. His dogs come not before kim, 
with — of his near n "Here I wut 
* alone! 21 
Wuo lie on the heath beſide me? Ato -they 
my love and my brother? Speak to me, O my 
friends! To Colma they give no reply. Speak 
to me: Tam alone! My foul is tormented with 
fears} Ah! they are dead ! Their ſwords are red 
from the fight. O my brother! my brother } 
why haft thou ſlain: my Salgar ? why, O Sal- 
gar! haſt thou ſlain my brother? Dear were ye 
both to me! what ſhall-1 ſay in your praiſe? 
Thou wert fair on the hill among thouſands | he 
was terrible in fight. Speak to me; hear my 
voice; hear me, ſons of my love l They are 
filent ; ſilent for ever! Cold, cold are their 
breaſts of -clay! Oh! from the rock on the 
hill; from the top of: the - windy ſteep, 
ſpeak, ye ghoſts of the dead | ſpeak, I will not 
man Whither are ye gone to reſt? In 
| the hill ſhall I find the departed? 
No feeble voice is on the _ no. anſwer * 
drowned-in the form! 25 
1er ia my grief] — 
tears | Reur the tomb, ye friends of the dead. 


Cloſe it not till Colma come. My life flies 
le. 23 away 


Tr SONGS or SEEMA! fog 
away like a dream: why ſhould I ſtay behind? 
Here ſhall I reſt with my friends; by the ſtream 
of the ſounding rock. When night comes on 
the hill; when the loud winds ariſe; my ghoſt 
ſhall ſtand in the blaſt, and mourn che death of 
my friends. The hunter ſhall hear from his 
booth. He ſhall fear but love my voice! For 
ſwect ſhall my voice be for my friends: mer 
were her friends to Colma ÞF © 
Sucht was thy ſong, Minona, foftly-bluſhing 
daughter of Torman. Our tears deſcended: for 
Colma, and our ſouls were fad | Ullin came 
with his harp; he gave the ſong of Alpin. The 
voice of Alpin was pleaſant: the ſoul of Ryno 
was a beam of fire! But they had reſted in the 
narrow houſe: their voice had ceaſed in Seima. 
Ullin had returned, one day, from the chace, 
before the heroes fell. He heard their ſtriſe on 
the hill; their ſong was ſoft but ſadl They 
mourned the fall of Morar, firſt of mortal men l 
His ſoul was like the ſoul of Fingal zhis ſword 
like the ſword of Oſcar. But he fell, and his 
father mourned : his fiſter's eyes.] ]Mπe full of. 
tears. Minona's eyes were full ,s, the- 
ſiſter of car-borne Morar. She etirdafr bu A 
ſong of Ullin, like the moon inatheare, hen 
ſhe foreſecs the ſhower, and hides- ber air head: 
Vor. J. P n 168" 4 3305 
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in a cloud. I touched the "_ * m. 
the ſong of mourning roſe * 


Rv No. 


: Tur mind and the rain are paſt : —_ is the 
naon of day. The clouds are divided in hea- 


ven. Over the green hills flies the inconſtant 
ſun. Red through the ſtony vale comes down 


the ſtream of the hill. Sweet are thy murmurs, 


O ſtream! but more ſweet is the voice J hear. 
It i is the voice of Alpin, the ſon of ſong, mourn- 


ing for the dead] Bent is his head of age; red 
his tearful eye. Alpin, thou ſon of ſong, why 
alone on the ſilent hill? why complaineſt thou, 
as a blaſt in nal wood; as a wave on s. e 


denen 1 
My tears, O 058 are for the aud; my 


voice for thoſe that have paſſed away. Tall 


thou art on the hill; fair among the ſons of the 
vale. - But thou ſhalt fall like Morar “; the 


mourner ſhall fit on thy tomb. The hills ſhall 


know thee no more; thy bow 1 lie in on 
hall, unſtrung! e A 

* Trov wert ſwift, O Morar ! as a roe on the 
rare terrible as 4 meteor of Fon Thy wrath 


. Mr-Er, great man. 


was 
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was as the ſtorm. Thy ſword in battle, as 
lightning in the field. T hy voice was a ſtream 
after rain; like thunder on diſtant hills. Many 
fell by thy arm; they were conſumed in the 
flames of thy wrath. But when thou didſt re- 
turn from war, how peaceful was thy brow f 
Thy face was like the ſun after rain; Rke the 
moon in the ſilence of night; calm as the breaſt 
of the lake when the loud wind is laid. 
Narrow is thy dwelling now! dark the 
place of thine abode! With three ſteps I com- 
paſs thy grave, O thou who waſt ſo great before 
Four ſtones, with their heads of moſs, are the 
only memorial of thee. A tree with ſcarce a 
leaf, long graſs, which whiſtles in the wind, 
mark to the hunter's eye the grave of the mighty | 
Morar. Morar | thou art low indeed. Thou 
haſt nd mother to mourn thee; no maid with 
her tears of loye. Dead is ſhe that brought 
thee” forth. Fallen is the W of Moy- 
— | 
- Manas on his faff i is this? who ivthis, has 
head is white with age? whoſe eyes are red with 
tears? who quakes at every ſtep ? It i is thy fa- 
cher , O. Morar! the father, of no ſon but 
thee. He heard of thy fame in war; he heard 


* Toraiany the ſon'of Carchul, jord of n one of the 
2 iſles. 
2 of 
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of foes diſperſed. | He heard of Morar's re- 
nown ; why did he not hear of his wound? 
Weep, thou father of Morar ! weep ; but thy 
ſon heareth thee not. Deep is the ſleep of the 
dead; low their pillow of duſt. No more ſhall 
he hear thy voice; no more awake at thy call. 
When ſhall it be morn in the grave, to bid the 
ſflumberer awake? Farewel, thou braveſt of 
men | thou conqueror in the field! but the field 
ſhall ſee: thee no more; nor the dark wood be 
lightened with the ſplendor of thy fteel. Thou 
haſt: left no ſon. The ſong ſhall preſerve thy 
name. Future times ſhall hear of thee; _ 
ſhall hear of the fallen Morar! - 

TRE; grief of all aroſe, but a the dane 
ſigh of Armin . He remembers the death of 
his ſon, who fell in the days of his youth. 
Carmor A Was near the hero, the chief of the 
ecchoing Galmal. Why burſts the ſigh of Ar- 
min, he ſaid? Is there a cauſe to mourn ? The 
ſong comes, with its muſic, to melt and pleaſe 
the ſoul. It is like ſoft miſt, that, riſing from 
a lake, pours on the filent vale; the green 
flowers are filled with dew, but the ſun returns 
in his Kang, 8 the miſt 1 is gone. . Why. 


W 2 a hero. thi was "chief or petty king of Gon- 

i. e. the blue i/land, ſuppoſed to be one of the Hebrides. 
+ Cear-mor, a tall dark-complexioned man. Es. 
| art 
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art thou ſad, O Armin, chief of ſea· ſurrounded 
Gorma ? 

Sap! Iam! nor ſmall is my eaſe eff woe! 
Carmor, thou haſt loſt no ſon ; thou haſt loſt 
no daughter of beauty. Colgar the valiant lives; 
and Annira faireſt maid. The boughs of thy 
houſe aſcend, O Carmor! but Armin is the laſt 
of his race. Dark is thy bed, O Daura! deep 
_ thy ſleep in the tomb! When ſhalt thou awake 
with thy ſongs? with all thy voice of muſic ? 

AR1ss, winds of autumn, ariſe ; blow along 
the heath ! fireams of the mountains roar | roar, 
tempeſts, in the groves of my oaks! walk 
through broken clouds, O moon! ſhow. thy 
pale face, at intervals! bring to my mind the 
night, when all my children fell; when Arindal 
the mighty fell; when Daura the lovely failed! 
Daura, my daughter! thou wert fair; fair as 
the moon on Fura “; white as the driven ſnow; 
ſweet as the breathing gale. Arindal, thy bow 
was ſtrong. Thy ſpear was ſwift in the field. 
Thy look was like miſt on the wave: thy ſhjeld, 
a red cloud in a ſtorm. Armar, renowned in 
war, came, and ſought Daura's love. He was 
not long refuſed: fair was the hope of way 
Friends! 1 STIs. 
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 Exarn, ſon of Odgal, repined: his brother 
had been ſlain by Armor. He came diſguiſed 
like a ſon of the ſea : fair was his ſkiff on the 
wave ; white his locks of age; calm his ſerious 
brow. Faireſt of women, he faid, lovely 
daughter of Armin! a rock not diſtant in the 
ſea, bears a tree on its ſide ; red ſhines the fruit 
afar! There Armor waits for Daura. I come to 
carry his love ! She went; ſhe called on Armar. 
Nought anſwered, but the ſon * of the rock, 
Armor, my love! my love! why tormenteſt 
thou me with fear? hear, ſon of Arnart, hear: 
it is Daura who calleth thee ! Erath the traitor 
fled laughing to the land. She lifted up her 
voice; ſhe ' called for her brother and her fa- 
ther. Arindal! Armin! none to relieve your 
Re La add 
HER voice came over the ſea. Arindal my 
ſon deſcended from the hill; rough in the ſpoils 
of the chace. His arrows rattled by his fide; 
his bow was in his hand : five dark grey dogs 
attend his ſteps. He ſaw fierce Erath on the 
ſhore; he feized and bound him to an oak. 
By che ſon of the rock the, poet means the ecchoing back of 
the human voice from a rock. The vulgar were of opinion, 
that this repetition of ſound was made by a ſpirit within the 


rock; and they, on that ageo it nac talla; the on 
who duels in the rec. e . CER N 


3 Thick 
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Thick wind the thongs “ of the hide around his 
limbs; he loads the wind with his groans. 
Arindal aſcends the deep in his boat, to bring 
Daura to land. Armar came in his wrath, and 
let fly the grey-feathered thaft, It ſung; it 
ſunk in thy heart, O Arindal my fon! for Erath 
the traitor thou diedſt. The oar is ſtopped at 
once; he panted on the rock and expired. 
What is thy grief, O Daura, when round thy 
feet is poured thy brother's blood! The boat is 
droken in twain. Armar plunges into the ſea, 
to reſcue his Daura or die. Sudden a blaſt from 
the hill came over the waves. Tr Te and | 
he roſe no more. | 

ALONE, on the ſea- beat rock, my dzughte? 
was heard to complain. Frequent and loud 
were her cries. What could her father do? All 
night I ſtood on the thore. I ſaw her by the 
faint beam of the moon. All night 1 heard her 
cries. Loud was the wind; the rain beat ban 
on the hill. Before morning appeared, her 
voice was weak. It died away, like the evening- 
breeze among the graſs of the rocks. Spent 
with grief the expired. And left thee Armin 
alone: gone is my ſtrength in war! fallen my 
5 pride among women | When the ſtorms aloft 
„Tube poet here only 1 means that Erath was ward with 
leathern thongs. 
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ariſe : when the north lifts the wave on high; 1 
ſit by the ſounding ſhore, and look on the fatal 
rock. Often by the ſetting moon, I ſee the 
ghoſts of my children. Half-yiewleſs, they 
walk in mournful conference together. Will 
none of you ſpeak in pity ? They do not regard 
their father. I am ſad, O Carmor, nor ſmall is 
my cauſe of woe 

SUCH were the words of the bards in the days 
of ſong; when the king heard the muſic of 
harps, the tales of other times ! The chiefs ga- 
thered from all their hills, and heard. the lovely 
ſound. They praiſed the voice“ of Cona |! the 
firſt among a thouſand bards! But age is now 


on my tongue; my ſoul has failed! I hear, 


at times, the ghoſts of bards, and learn their 


_ pleaſant ſong. Bnt memory fails on my mind. 


1 hear the call of t years! They ſay, as they paſs 
along, why does Offian ſing? Soon ſhall he lie 
in the narrow houſe, and no bard ſhall raiſe his 
fame ! Roll on, ye dark-brown years; ye bring 
no joy on your courſe! Let the tomb open to 
Oſſian, for his ſtrength has failed. The ſons of 
ſong are gone to reſt. My voice remains, like 
a blaſt, that roars, lonely, on a ſea-ſurrounded 
rock, after the winds are laid. The dark moſs 
whiſtles there; the diſtant mariner ſees the 
waving trees! 


® Oflian is ſometimes poetically called the woice of Cena. 
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ARGUMENT to Boox 1. 


Cuthullin, (general of the Iriſh tribes, in the minority of 
Cormac, king of Ireland) ſitting alone beneath a tree, at the 
gate of Tura, a caſtle of Ulſter, (the other chiefs having gone 
on a hunting party to Cromla, a neighbouring hill) is in- 
formed of the landing of Swaran, king of Lochlin, by Mo- 
ran, the ſon of Fithil, one of his ſcouts. He convenes the 
Chiefs ; a council is held, and diſputes run high about giv- 
ing, battle to the enemy. Connal, the petty king of lo- 
gorma, and an intimate friend of Cuthullin, was for retreat- 
ing till Fingal, king of thoſe Caledonians who inhabited the 
north-weſt coaſt of Scotland, whoſe aid had been previouſly 
ſollicited, ſhould arrive; but Calmar, the ſon of Matha, 
lord of Lara, a country in Connaught, was for engaging the 
enemy immediately. Cuthullin, of himſelf willing to fight, 
went into the opinion of Calmar. Marching towards the 
enemy, he miſſed three of his braveſt heroes, Fergus, 
Duchomar, and Cathba. Fergus arriving, tells Cuthullin 
of the death of the two other chiefs ; which introduces the 

affecting epiſode of Morna, the daughter of Cormac. The 
army of Cuthullin is-deferied at a diſtance by Swaran, who 
ſent the ſon of Arno to obſerve the motions of the enemy, 
while he himſelf ranged his forces in order of battle, The 
ſon of Arno returning to Swaran, deſcribes to him Cuthul- 
lin's chariot, and the terrible appearance of that hero. The 
" armies engage, but night coming on, leaves the victory un- 
decided. Cuthullin, according to the hoſpitality of the 
times, ſends to Swaran a formal i invitation to a feaſt, by his' 
bard Carril, the fon of Kinfena. Swaran refuſes to come. 
Carril relates to Cuthullin the ſtory of Grudar and Braſſolis. 
A party, by Connal's advice, is ſent to obſerve the enemy; 
| which cloſes the ation of the firſt day. 


[ 219} 


F 1 


N G A L, 
AN ANCIENT. 
EPIC POEM. 


mn SIX BOOKS. 


NUTHUL LIN *-fat by Turz's walk: by the | 
tree of the ruſtling ſound, His ſpear leaned 
againſt a rock. His ſhield - lay as gens; by bis 


. Cuthullin, the fon of Semo and grandſon, to Saithbat mn 
druid celebrated i in tradition for is. waſdom an valour. Cu- 
thullin when very. young married Bragela la the daughter of 
Sorglan, and paſſing over into Ireland, lived for ſome time 
with Connal, grandſon by a daughter to Congal the, petty 
king of Ulſter. His wiſdom and valour i in a ſhort time gained 
him ſuch reputation, that in the minority of ( Cormac the . 
ſupreme king of Ireland, he was choſen guardian to they young 
king, and ſole manager of the war againit Swat an king. of 
| Lochlin, After a ſeries of great actions he y Was ted in battle 


ſomewhere in Connaught, i in the twenty. ſeventh. year of of. his 


age. He was ſo remarkable for his ſtrength, that to deſcribe 
a ſtrong man it has paſſed igto, a proverb, He has the 
ſtrength of Cuthullin.“ They ſhew the remains of his palace. 
at Dunſcaich in the Iſſe of Skye; and a ſtone to which be. 

bound his dog Luath, goes {ill by his name. 


ſide, 
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fide. Amid his thoughts of mighty Carbar , a 
hero ſlain by the chief in war; the ſcout + of 
ocxan comes, Moran þ the ſon of Fithil ! 
ARISE,“ ſays the youth, Cuthullin, ariſe. 
J ſee the ſhips of the north! Many, chief of 
men, are the foe. Many the heroes of the ſea- 
borne Swaran !“ Moran!“ replied the blue- 
eyed chief, ©* thou ever trembleſt, ſon of Fithil! 
Thy fears have increaſed the fae. It is Fingal, 
king || of deſarts, with aid to green Erin of 
ftreams.” © I beheld their chief,” ſays Moran, 
“tall as a glittering rock, His ſpear is a blaſted 


„ Cairbar or Cairbre, ſignifies a frong man. | 
J Cuthullin having previous intelligence of the invaſion in · 
tended by Swaran, ſent ſcouts all over the coaſt of Ullin or Ul- 
ſer, to give early notice of the firſt appearance of the enemy, 
at the ſame time that he ſent Munan the ſon of Stirmal to im- 
plore the aſſiſtance of Fingal. He himſelf collected the flower 
of the Iriſh youth to Tura, a caftle on the coaſt, to ſtop the 
progreſs of the enemy till Fingal ſhould arrive from Scotland. 
We may conclude from Cuthullin's applying ſo early for fo- 
reign aid, that the Iriſh were not then ſo numerous as they 
have ſince been; which is a great preſumption againſt the 
high antiquities of that people. We have the teſtimony of 
Tacitus that one legion only was thought ſufficient, in the time 
of Agricola, to reduce the whole iſland under the Roman yoke ; 
which would not probably have been the caſe had the iſland 

been inhabited for any number of centuries before. 
4 Moran ſignifies many; and Fithil, or rather F ili, ax 2 
Bard Pile "2 
1 | Fingal the ſon of Comhal and Morna che daughter of 

Thaddv. 5 His grandfather was Trathal, and great grandfather 

Treumor, both of hom are often mentioned in the poem. 


pine. 


- 
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pine. His ſhield the riſing moon { He ſat on 
the ſhore ! like a cloud of miſt on the ſilent hilt. 
Many, chief of heroes! I ſaid, many are our 
hands of war. Well art thou named, the Mighty 
Man: but many mighty men are ſeen from 
Tura's windy walls? © 125 111 afar bd 
«Hz ſpoke, like a wave on a rock, who in 
this land appears like me? Heroes ſtand not in 
my preſence: they fall to earth from my hand! 
Who can meet Swaran in fight? Who but Fin- 
gal, king of Selma of ſtorms? Once we wreſtled 
on Malmor “; our heels overturned a the woods. 
Rocks fell from their place; rivulets, changing 
their courſe, fled murmuring from our fide? 
Three days we renewed the ſtrife; heroes ſtood 
at a diſtance and trembled. On the fourth, Fin- 
gal ſays, that the King of the ocean fell! but 
Swaran ſays, he ſtood 1+ Let dark Cuthullin yield 
to him, that is ſtrong as the ſtorms of his land“ 
< No?” replied the blue- eyed chief, I never x. 
Yield to mortal man! Dark Cuthullin ſhall be 
great or dead! Go, ſon of Fithil,” take my 


Wan Strike the en ſhield, of Semo . 


* . 401d 10 5 tongs ii — 


* Nur 010 11 4 1. * 


5) aide 4 great Bill! TI TIO TS. 2 

+ Cabait, or rather Cathbait, grandfather to the hero, 'y 1 
ſo remarkable for his yalour, that his, ſhield was made "ole of 
to alarm his poſterity to the battles of the fü ly. We find 
Fingal making the ſame uſe of bis own Hield't in the ! 4th bo book. 
A horn was the moſt common inſtrument to call the arm arm 5 to- 
gether. 
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It hangs at Tura's ruſtling gate. The found of 


peace is not its voice! My, heroes ſhall hear 


and obey.” He went. He ſtruck the boſſy 
ſhield. The hills, the rocks reply. The ſound 
ſpreads along the wood: deer ſtart by the 
lake of roes. Curach * leaps from the ſounding 


rock; and Connal of the bloody ſpear | Cru- 


gal's + breaſt, of ſnow beats high. The ſon of 
Favi leaves the dark-brown hind: It is the ſhield 
of war, ſaid Ronnar! the ſpear of Cuthullin, ſaid 
Lugar! ſon of the ſea put on thy arms! Calmar 
lift thy ſounding ſteel! Puno! dreadful. hero, 
ariſe |. Cairbar from thy red tree of Cromla [ 
Bend thy knee, O Eth ; deſcend. from the ſtreams 


of Lena. Ca- olt ftretch thy fide, as thou moveſt 


along the whiſtling heath of Mora: thy fide 
that is white as the foam of the troubled ſea, 
when the dark. winds pour it on rocky Cuthon . 

Now I behold the chiefs, in the pride of their 
former deeds! Their ſouls are kindled at the 


_ battles of olds. at the actions of other times. 


Their eyes art flames of fire. They roll in ſearch 


of. the ſoes of the land. Their mighty hands are 
on their ſwords. Lightning pours from their 


fides of ſteel. 1 Bey come like ſtreams from the 


; . h 
+ Crath-geal, fair-complexioned.. Alla 


mountains; 


— 
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mountains each ruſhes, roaring from bis bill. 


Bright are the chiefs of battle; in the armour of 


their fathers. Gloomy and dark their heroes fol- 
low, like the gathering of the rainy clouds be- 
hind the red meteors of heaven. The ſounds: of 
craſhing arms aſcend; The grey dogs howl be- 
tween. Unequal burſts the ſong of battle. Rock- 
ing Cromla * ecchoes, round. On Lena's duſly 
heath they ſtand, like miſt that ſhades the hills 
of autumn: when broken and 2 it 5 
high,, and lifts its head to heaven! Genc 


% Hair,” ſaid Cuthullin, e | 


row vales | hail, hunters of the deer Another 
ſport is drawing near: It is like the dark rolling 
of that wave on the coat] Or ſhall we Sight, ye 
ſans of war lor yield green Erin to * 
O Connal + ſpeak; thou firſt of men! thou 
breaker of the ſhields! thou haſb:often fongbt 
with Lochlin: wilt thou liſt thy father's ſpear 2 


Crom- leach ſignified a plate of worſhip among the Druids. 
It is here the proper name of a hill on the coaſtof UNinior Uigers 

+ Ireland ſo called from a colony that ſettled there called 
Falans.  Innis-fail, the iſland of the Fa- il or Falays. | 

1 Connal, the friend of Cuthullin, was the fon of Caithbait 
prince of the Tongorma or the i, of Lug aue, probably 
ene of the Hebrides. His mother was Eioncama the daughter 
of Congal. He had a ſon by Foha of Conachar-veſſar, who was 
afterwards petty king of Ulſter. For his ſervices in the war 
againſt Swaran he had lands conferred on him, which, from his 
name, were called Tir- mne or Tir amm land of 


cc Cu THUL- 


N 
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2 CUTHULLIN - 1 calm the chief replied, 
« the ſpear of Connal is keen. It delights to 
ſhine in battle; to mix with the blood of thou- 
ſands. But tho' my hand is bent on fight, my 
heart is for the peace of Erin v. Behold,' thou 
firſt in Cormac's war, the ſable fleet of Swaran. 
His maſts are many on our coaſt, like reeds in 
the lake of Lego. His ſhips are foreſts cloathed 
with miſt, when the trees yield by turns to the 
ſqually wind. Many are his chiefs in battle. 
Connal is for peace! Fingal would ſhun his arm 
the firſt of mortal men! Fingal, who. ſcatters the 
mighty, as ſtormy. winds the heath; when 
ſtreams roar thro” ecchoing Cona : and night 
ſettles with all her clouds on the hill! 

Fl. v, thou man of peace, ſaid Calmar +, 
* fly,” ſaid the ſan of Matha; go, Connal, 
to thy filent hills, where the ſpear never 
. brightens in war! Purſue the dark-brown deer 
of Cromla : ſtop with thine arrows the bounding 
Toes of Lena. But, blue- eyed ſon is Sem, 


„Erin, a LI halo; from ear or iar Weſt, and ia an 
iſland. This tame was not always confined to Ireland, for 
there is the higheſt probability that the Ierne of the ancients 
was Britain to the North of the Forth. For lerne is ſaid to be 
to the Foun of Britain, which could not be meant of Ireland. 


"= 5 A Sria BO, 1.2. & 4. CasauB. J. 5 | 
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Cuthullin; ruler of the field, ſcatter thou the 
ſons of Lochlin ; roar thro! the ranks of their 
pride. Let no veſſel of the kingdom of Snow 
bound on the dark-rolling waves of Inis tore F. 
Riſe, ye dark winds of Erin riſe ! roar If” 
winds of Lara of hinds! Amid the tempeſt let 
me die, torn, in a cloud, by angry ghoſts of 
men; amid the tempeſt let Calmar die, if ever 
chace was ſport to him, ſo much as the battle 
of ſhields!” : * 
* CALMAR !”. Connal ſlow replied, I never 
fled, young ſon of Matha! I was ſwift with 
my friends in fight; but ſmall is the fame of 
Connal ! The battle was won in my preſence; 
the valiant overcame ! But, ſon of Semo, hear 
my voice, regard the ancient throne of Cormac. 
Give wealth and half the land for peace, till 
Fingal ſhall arrive on our coaſt. Or, if war be h 
thy choice, I lift the fword and ſpear. My 
joy ſhall be in the midft of thouſands; my ſout 
mall lighten through the gloom of the fight!“ 
Jo me,” Cuthullin replies, pleaſant is the 
rar of arms |! pleaſant as the thunder of hea- : 
ven, before the thower of ſpring! But gather al” 
tha ſhining tribes that I may view the ſons of AY 
war! Let them paſs along the heath, brighe as 


The Galic name of 1 in general. nge 
1 The Orkney iſlands. 


Vor. I. + . the 
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the ſun-ſbine before a norm; when the weſt wind 
f collects the clouds and Morven ecchoes over All 
her oaks! But where are my frlends in battle? 
Ihe ſupporters of my arm in danger? Where art 
thou, white-boſom'd Cithbar ? Where is that 
cloud i in war, Duch0mar *? Haſt thou left me, 
'O Fergus +! in the day of the form ? Fergus, 
| firſt in our joy at the feaſt ! ſon of Rofla! arm 
of death] comeſt thou like a roe from Malmor. 
Like a hart from thy echoing hills? Hail thou 
© fon of Roſſa! what ſhades the ſoul of war?“ 
< — wb Four ſtonesdt, ” replied the chief, riſe on 
he grave of Cithba. Theſe hands have laid in 
: earth Duch&mar, that cloud in war! Cathba, 
"fon of Torman! "thou wert a ſun-beam in Erin. 
| And thou, 0 valiant Duch6mar, a miſt of the 
g marſhy Land hen it moves on the plains of 
autumn, bearing the death of thouſands along. 
Morua! faireſt of maids?" "Elm is ye _ in 


DF Wk... Dubbehomar, a black * _ man. 
9 Fear-guth, 75 7 man of the ue ; or a CE of an 
—_ 22301 1 
7400) Tt This paſſage alludes mak manner aye bie al the 
ancient Scots. They opened a graye fix or eight feet deep : 
the bottom was linea with fite clay? and on this they laid 
"the body of tue deceaſftd. and, ifa wartior, his ſword, and the 
-- - heads of twelve arrows by-his fide, Above they laid another 
, | ffratum of clay, in which they placed the horn of a deer, the 
fymbol of hunting. The whole was covered bi i oY 
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and four ſtones placed on end to mark the extent of the grave 
Theſe are the Foar-Rones alluded to here 
: 3 A 
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the cave of the rock Thou haſt fallen in dark- 
neſs, like a ſtar, that ſhoots acroſs the deſart ; 
when the traveller is alone, and mourns the 
tranſient beam! . 
„Sax,“ ſaid Semo's blue-eyed. ſon, 6 «© tay 
| how fell the chiefs of Erin? Fell they by the 
ſons of Lochlin, ſtriving in the battle of heroes? 
Or what confines the ſtrong in arms to the dark 
and narrow houſe ?”. | 
„ Car HBA, replied the hero, 6 fell by the 
ſword of Duchdmar at the oak of the noiſy 
ſtreams. Duchdmar came to Tura's cave; he 
ſpoke to the lovely Morna. Morna *, faireſt 
among women, lovely daughter of firong-ar1 med 
. Cormac ! Why in the circle of ſtones? in the 
cave of the rock alone? The ſtream murmurs 
along. The old tree groans. in the. wind, The 
lake is troubled, before thee; dark are the clouds 
of the ſæy l. But thou art ſnow on the heath; thy 
hair is the miſt of Cromla; when it curls on the 
hill; when it ſhines to the beam of the weſt! 
Thy breaſts are two 3 rocks een from 
© Branho' of ſtreams.” Thy arms, like 9 wits 
Pillars, in the halls of the great Fingal. © * 8 
Ron whence,” the fair-haired maid re- 
_ plied; from whence, Duch6mar; moſt gloomy 
(> omen? Dark are h brows and terrible! * 
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are thy rolling eyes! Does Swaran appear on the 


ſea * ? What of the foe, Duchdmar p56, Pom 
the hill I return, O Morna, from the hill of the 
dark-brown hinds. Three have I ſlain with my 


bended yew. Three with my long bounding 
dogs of the chace. Lovely daughter of Cormac, 


T love thee as my ſoul! I have flain one ſtately 
deer for thee. High was his branchy head; and 
fleet his feet of wind.“ Duchdmar !” calm 


the maid replied, ** I love thee not, thou gloomy 
man! hard is thy heart of rock; dark is thy 


terrible brow. But Cithba, young ſon of Tor- 
man *, thou art the love of Morna. Thou art 


a ſun-beam, in the day of the gloomy ſtorm. 


Saweſt thou the ſon of Torman, lovely on the 
Hill of his hinds ? Here the daughter of Cormac 
waits the coming of Cathba !” 

„ Long ſhall Morna wait, Duchomar 
ſaid, long ſhall Morna wait for Cithba ! Be- 
hold this ſword unſheathed! Here wanders the 
blood of Cithba. Long ſhall Morna wait. He 


fell by the ſtream of Branno! On Croma I will 


raiſe his tomb, daughter of blue- ſnielded Cor- 
mac! Turn on Duch0mar thine eyes; his arm 


is ſtrong as a ſtorm“ * Is the ſon of Torman 
fallen?“ ſald the wildly burſting voice of the 
maid. ls he fallen on his ecchoing hills, the 


* Taman ins This is the true orig of the Jupiter 
Taramis of the ancients, ' . 


youth | 


* 


Book I. Av” EPIC POE NM. 229. 


youth with the breaſt of ſnow ? The firſt in ihe 
chace of hinds? The foe of the ſtrangers of 
ocean? Thou art dark“ to me, Duchdmar, cruel 
is thine arm to Morna ! Give'me that ſword, 
muy foe! I love the wandering blood of Cathba !? 
HF gave the ſword to her tears. She pierced 
his manly breaſt He fell, like the bank of a 
mountain- ſiream, and ſtretching forth his hand, 
he ſpoke. Daughter of blue- ſhielded Cor- 
mac! Thou haſt lain me in youth! The ſword is 
cold in my breaſt: Morna, I feel it cold. Give me 
to Moina + the maid. Duchòmar was the dream 
of her night! She will raiſe my tomb; the hun- 
ter ſhall raiſe my fame. But draw the ſword from 
my breaſt, Morna, the ſteel is cold!“ She came, 
in all her tears, ſne came; ſhe drew the ſword 
from his breaſt. He pierced her white fide! ' He 
ſpread her fair locks on the ground! Her burſt- 
ing blood ſounds from her fide: her white arm 
is tained with red. Rolling in e ſhe” lay. 
The cave re-ecchoed to her ſighsss. 

'« Pxacs,” ſaid Cuthullin, . to the fouls of 
the heroes! their deeds were great in fight. Let 
them, ride around F me on clouds. Let 0 


1 Aion 6.28 Bt 
| . > She allades to his name, the dark mane, 
+ Moina, /oft in temper and perſon. 
1 Ir was the opinion then, as indeed it is to a day, of ſ6tne 
# the Highlanders, that the ſouls of the deceaſed hovered 
round their living friends; and fometimes*appeared' to them 
when they were about to enter on any great undertaking. 


© ew. 
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be firm in danger; mine arm like the wunder 
4 __ of Heaven | But be thou on a moon- beam, O 
3 Morga! near the window of my reſt; when 
fo l my thoughts are of peace; when the din of arms 
8 5 paſt. Gather the ſtrength of the tribes ! Move 
to the wars of Erin! Attend the car of my 
3 battles ! Rejoice in the noiſe of my courſe! Place 
3} three ſpears by my fide : follow the bounding of 
BY my ficeds | That my ſoul may be firong in my 
friends, when battle darkens round tis beams 
of my ſteel! $55 a . 
3 As ruſhes a fiream of foam from the Jark ſhady 
| if deep of Cromh; when the thunder is travel- 
! | { | ling above, and dark - brown night fits on Half the 
Wl hill. T brough the breaches of the tempeſt look 
Wl forth the dim facts of ghoſts, So fierce; fo vaſt, 
J ſo terrible ruſhed « on the ſons of Erin. The chief 
like a whale of oc ocean, whom all his billows pur- 
ſhe, poured valour forth, as A ſtream, rollin ng 
his might along the fore. "The __ of Loch- 
lin heard. [the noiſe, af the found of à winters 
ſtorm. | Swaran ſtrück tis dec mield: he 
called the ſon of Arno, ** "Whit murmür rolls . 
along the hill, like. the gathered flies of the eve? 
The ſons of E Erin deſcend, or Tuftling winds roar 
in the diſtant woo a? Such is the noffe of Gor- 
mal, before the white tops of my wayes ari 
| Pug 0 fon 
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O ſon of Arno, aſcend the hilly” view the dark . 
face of the heath!” 

Hz went. He trembling, wilt SA "His 
eyes rolled wildly round. His heart beat high, 
againſt his fide. His words were faultering,” 
broken, flow. * Ariſe, ſon of ocean, ariſe, 

chief of the dark-brown ſhields! I ſee the 
dark, the mountain-ſtream of battle ! The deep- 
moving ſtrength of the ſons of Erin! The car, 
the car of war comes on, like the flame of death ! q 
the rapid car of Cuthullin, the noble ſon of 
Semo ! It bends behind like a wave near a rock; 
like the ſun · ſtreaked miſt of the heath. Its fides 
are emboſſed with ſtones, and ſparkle like the 
| fea round the boat of night. Of poliſhed yew is 
its beam; its ſeat of the ſmootheſt bone. The ſides 
are repleniſhed with ſpears; . the bottom is the 
era of heroes! Before the right fide of the 
car is ſcen the ſnorting horſe! The high-maned, 5 
broad-breafted, proud, wide-leaping, ſtrong 
ſterd of the hill, Loud and reſounding is his 
doof; the ſpreading of his mane aboye is like a 
ſtream of ſmoke on a ridge of rocks. Bright are 
the ſides of the Need | bis name is Sulin- 
SS 
1 Bztont the left fie « of the car is den the 
knorting horſe ! The thin-maned, high-headed, 
firong-hoofed, fleet, bounding: ſon of the hills 
his name is Duſronnal, among the flormy ſons 
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- of the ſward A thouſand thongs bind the car 


— 


on high. Hard polithed bits ſhine in a wreath of 
foam. Thin thongs bright- ſtudded with gems, 
bend on the ſtately necks. of the ſeeds. - The 


| ſeeds that like wreaths of miſt fly over the 
ſtreamy vales! The wildneſs of deer is in their 


courſe, the ſtrength of eagles deſcending on the 
prey. Their noiſe is like the blaſt of winter, 
on the ſides of the ſnow-headed Gormal. | 
Within the car is ſeen the chief; the ſtrong- 
armed ſon of the ſword, The hero's name is. 
Cuthullin, ſon of Semo king of ſhells, His red 
cheek is like my poliſhed yew. The look of his 
blue- rolling eye is wide, beneath the dark arch 
of his brow. His hair flies from his head like 
a flame, as bending forward he wields the ſpear. 
Fly, king of ocean, fly! He comes, like a ſtorm, 


along the ſtreamy vale! 


ff When did I fly,” replied the bien When 
fled Swaran from the battle of ſpears ?' When 
did J ſhrink. from danger, chief of the little 
ſoul? JI met the ſtorm of Gormal, when the 


foam of my waves heat high. I met the ſtorm 


of the clouds; ſhall Swaran fly from a hero? 
Were Fingal himſelf before me, my ſoul ſhould 
not darken with fear. Ariſe to battle, my thou- 
Weg pour round me like the ecchoing 

Gather round the bright ſteel of your 


king 


— 
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king; ſtrong as the rocks of my land; that 
meet the ſtorm, with joy, and ſtretch their . 
pines to che wind!“ | ill. aac. i601 
Likz autumn's dark ſtorms, pouring from 
two ecchoing hills, toward each other ap- 
proached the heroes. Like two deep ſtreams 
from high rocks meeting, mixing, roaring on 
the plain; loud, rough and dark in battle meet 
Lochlin and Innis-fail. Chief mixes his ſtrokes 
with chief, and man with man; ſteel, clanging, 
ſounds. on ſteel. Helmets are cleft on high. 4 
Blood burſts and ſmokes around. Strings mur- 
mur on the poliſhed yews. Darts ruſh along 
the ſky. Spears fall like the circles of light, 
which gild the face of night. As the noiſe of 
the troubled ocean, when roll the waves on 
high. As the laſt peal of thunder in heaven, 
ſuch is the din of war! Though Cormac's hun- - 
dred bards were there, to give the fight to ſong; ; 
feeble was the voice of a hundred bards to ſend 
the deaths to future times! For many were the 
deaths of er vide poured! the blood of 
the brave Ra 5 VEW VIA Ti mi 7 
MouRn, ye ſons of ß mourn the death 
of the noble Sithällin . Let the ſighs of Fiöna 
riſe, on the lone Plains or = ner Ardane+ 


„ Sithallin ſignifies « a bardjime 3 Fions, 2 maid; ; 
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They fell, like two hinds of the deſart, by the 
hands of the mighty Swaran; when, in the 
midſt of thouſands, he roared; like the ſhrill 
ſpirit of a ſtorm. He ſits dim, on the clouds of 
the north; and enjoys the death of the mariner, 
Nor ſlept thy hand by thy fide, chief of the iſle 
of miſt 1 many were the deaths of thine arm, 
Cuthullin, thou fon of Semo! His fword' was 
like the beam of heaven when it pierces the ſons 
of the vale; when the people are blaſted and 
fall, and all the hills are burning around. 
Dufronnal ſnorted over the bodies of heroes. 
Sifadda }| dathed his hoof id blood; The battle, 
lay behind them, as groyes- overturned on the 
defatt of Cromla; when the blaſt has i mov the 
heath, laden with the ſpirits of night! 

Wrrr onthe rocks of roaring winds, 0 maid 
* n 4 n . fair brad over the waves, 


4 av T&h F 
FThe Ie or sky; nod improperly called the {fe fel. as X 
Its high-hills, which catch the clouds from the weſtern . 


oceafivh' almoſt continual rains. 
1 One of balls $ horſes. Dubbſiron den. 1 
1 Sith-fadda, f i, e. a long Hride. gy, e 


* The- md e, lait was the daughter of Co king: of 
Inftbre or Orkney iſlands. Trenar was brother to the king 


ol Jniſcony; ſuppoſed to be one of the. iſlands of Shetland, 


The Orkneys and Shetland were at that time ſubject to the 
kivg of Lochlin. We find that che dogs of Trenar are ſenfible 
at home of the death of their maſter, the very inſtant he is 


n It was che. opinion of the times, that the ſouls of 
heroes 
5 
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thou lovelier than the ghoſt of the hills; when 
it moves, in a ſun-beam, at noon, over the 
filence of Morven! He is fallen! thy youth is 
low | pale beneath the ſword of Cuthullin! No. 
more ſhall valour raiſe thy love to match the 
Hood of kings. Trenar, graceful Trenar died, 
O maid of Iniftore.” His grey dogs are howling 
at home; they ſee his paſſing ghoſt. His bow 
is in the hall unftrung. No ſound is in the 2 — d 
of his hinds! eee e e 

As roll a thotfand waves to this Wels, + 
Swaran's hoſt came on. As meets. à rock a 
thouſand waves, ſo Erin met Swaran of ſpears. 
Death raiſes all his voices around, and mixes 
with the ſounds of ſhields. Each hero is a pillar 
of darkneſs; the 'fword a beam of fire in his 
hand. The field ecchoes from wing to wing, 
as a hundred hammers that riſe; by turns, on 
the red ſon of the furnace. Who are theſe on 
Lena' 8 heath, theſe ſo gloomy and dark? Who 
are theſe like two clouds. and. their, Words like 
lightning above them? The mere wi ure 
troubled around; "the rocks trembſe. 1 with all 


5 cee Whos — ene e 
oy 57.E et [ts Yor 11 355 | 
heroes went Ms "_ W 
country, and the ſcenes they frequented che moſt happy time 
of their life, / Keds pig: is ap ro g 
OT IR £4.35. $2890 $7 164%49:. 4 


car 


85 


* int 
_—_ 7 
'F ;*514 


L 


Erin's war, reſumed his mighty ſoul. 
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car-borne chief of Erin? Many are the anxious 


eyes of their friends, as they ſee them dim on 


the heath. But night conceals the chiefs in 
clouds, and ends the dreadful fight! | 

, It was on Cromla's ſhaggy fide that Dorglas 
had placed the deer + ; the early fortune of the 
chace, before the heroes left the hill. A hundred 
youths collect the heath; ten warriors wake the 
fire; three hundred chuſe the poliſh'd ſtones. 
The feaſt is ſmoaking wide! Cuthullin, chief of 
He ſtood 
upon. his beamy ſpear, and ſpoke to the ſon of 
ſongs; to Carril of other times, the grey-haired 
fon of Kinfena $. Is this feaſt ſpread for me 


alone and the king of Lochlin on Erin's ſhore,; 


far from the deer of his hills, and ſounding 
balls of his feaſts? Riſe, Carril of other times; 
carry my words to Swaran. - Tell him from the 
roaring ene, that Cuthullin gives his feaſt 


da + 2% 
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＋ The * manner ir of, preparing feaſts after 12 is 
handed down by tradition; A pit lined with ſmooth ſtones 


was made; and near it ſtood a heap of ſmooth flat ſtones of 


the flint kind. The ſtones as well as the pit were properly 
keated with heath. Then they laid ſome veniſon in the bot- 
tam, and a ſtratum of the ſtones above it; and thus they did 
alternately till the pit was full. The whole was covered over 
with heath to Fer onfine the ſteam. Whether this is probable 
I cannot ſay 3 but ſome pits are Rowe, n d the vulgar ſay, 
were uſed in that manne. 

-Þ — i. e. the head of the pooh 


Here 
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Here let him liften to the ſound of my groves,” 


amidft the clouds of night; For cold and bleak 
the bluſtering winds ruſh over the foam of his | 
ſeas. Here let him praife the ne er et 1 
and hear the ſongs of heroes!“ 

Orp Carril went, with” ſofteſt voice. He 
called the king of dark-brown- ſhields! * **: \Rife 
from the ſkins of thy chace, riſe, Swaran king 


of groves! Cuthullin gives the joy of ſhells 


Partake the feaſt of Erin's blue- eyed chief?? 
He anſwered like the ſullen found of Cromla 
before a ſtorm. Though all thy daughters, 
Inis-fail! ſnhould ſtretch their arms of ſnow3 
ſhould raiſe the heavings of their breaſts, and 
ſoftly roll their eyes of love; yet, fixed as Loch- 
lin's thouſand rocks, here Swaran ſhould remain; 
till morn, with the young beams of the eaſt, 
{hall light me to the death of Cuthullin. Plea- 
ſant to my ear is Lochlin's wind l It ruſhes over 
my ſeas ! It ſpeaks aloft in all my ſhrouds, and 
brings my green foreſts to my mind: The 


green foreſts of Gormal, which oſten eechoed 
to my winds, when my ſpear was red in the | 
chace of the boar. Let dark Cuthullin, yield to 
me the ancient throne of Cormac; or Erin's 
torrents ſhall ſhew from their hills Wes red {an 
of the blood of his is pride 26 . 250% 


4. 845 | 
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#17 Sap is the ſound of Swaran's voice, ſaid 
Carril of other times! ** Sad to himſelf alone,” 
ſaid the blue-eyed ſon of Semo. But, Carril, 
raiſe the voice on high; tell the deeds of other 
times. Send thou the night away in ſong ; and 
give the joy of grief. For many heroes and 
. maids. of love, have moved on Inis-fail : And 
lovely are the ſongs of woe that are heard in 
Albion's racks; when the noiſe of the chace is 
paſt, and the ſtreams of Cona anſwer to the 
voice of Oſfian *,”. 

lx other days : pip Carril aca. © came 
the ſons of Ocean to Erin] A thouſand veſſels 
bounded: on waves to Ullin's lovely plains. 
The ſons- of: Inis-fail aroſe, to meet the race of 
dark-brown ſhields, Cairbar, firſt of men, was 

there, and Grydar, ſtately youth! Long. had 
. ſtroye for the ſpotted bull, that lf. on 


2 The = 22 per DIP i that ſmall river 5375 runs 
© through Glenco in Argyleſhire. One of the hills which en- 
viron that romantic valley is ſtill called Scornafena, or the 
kill of Fingal's people. | | 

I This epiſode is introduced with leg. Calmar 204 
Connal, two of the Iriſh heroes, had diſputed warmly" before 
Ss battle about engaging the enemy. Carril endeavours to 
reconcile. them with the ſtory, of Cairbar and Grudar.; who, 
thb enemies before, fought fde by fide in the war. The poet 
 pbtained his aim, for we find Cour and ee 

kecoteiled in the third book. 
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Golbun's + ecchoing heath. Each claimed him 
as his own. Death was often at the point af 
their ſteel! Side by fide the heroes fought; the 
ſtrangers of Ocean fled, Whoſe name was fairer 
on the hill, than the name of Cairbar and Gru- 
dar! But ah! why ever lowed the bull, on 
Golbun's ecchoing heath. They ſaw him leaping 
like ſnow. The wrath of the chiefs returned 1? 
* On Lubar's | graſſy banks they fought ; 

Grudar fell in his blood, - Fierce Cairbar came 
to the vale, where Braflolis ||, faireſt of his 
ſiſters, all alone, raiſed the ſong of grief. She 
ſing of the actions of Grudar, the youth of her 
ſecret ſoul! She mourned him in the field of 
blood]; but Rill ſhe hoped for his return. Her 
white boſom is ſeen from her robe; as the moon 
from the clouds of night, when its edge hea ves 
white on the view; from the darkneſs; which 
covers its; orb. Her voice was ſofter than the 
harp to raiſe. the ſong of grief. Her foul was 
fixed on Grudar. The ſecret: look of her eye 
was his. When ſhalt thou come in cine; arms, 
thou mighty in the war? p f Ibn? Ai 

„ TAkE, Braſſolis, Cairbar cette and faid, 


- "8 take, Braſſolis, as ſhield of. blood. Fix it 


*. eue as ven as Cromleach, kene 77 ee 
* 


t Lubar, a river in Ulſter. Labhar, loud, noiſy. 
I Braffolis fignifies a <voman with a white breaſt. 


on 
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on high within my hall, the armour of my foe ! 
Her ſoft heart beat againſt her fide. Diſtracted, 
pale, the flew. She found her youth in all his 
blood; ſhe died on Cromla's heath. Here reſts 
their duſt, Cuthullin ; theſe lonely yews ſprung 
from their tombs, and ſhade them from the ſtorm, 
Fair was Braſſolis on the plain! Stately was 
Grudar on the hill! The bard ſhall preſerve their 

names, and ſend them down to future times!“ 
* PLEASANT is thy voice, O Carril,” faid 
the blue-eyed chief of Erin. Pleaſant are the 
words of other times! They are like the calm 
1 ſhower of ſpring; when the ſun looks on the 
1 field, and the light cloud flies over the hills. O 
| ſtrike the harp in praiſe of my love, the lonely 
ſun-beam of Dunſcaith. Strike the harp in the 
praiſe of Bragth ; ſhe that I left in the Iſle of 
Miſt, the ſpouſe of Semo's ſon! Doſt thou raiſe 
thy fair face from the rock to find the fails of 
Cuthullin? The ſea is rolling diftant far; its 
white foam deceives thee for my ſails. . Retire, 
For it is night, my love; the dark winds fign in 
thy hair. Retire to the halls of my feaſts ; think 
of the times that are paſt. I will not return till 
the ſtorm of war is ceaſed. O Connal, ſpeak of 

war and arms, and fend her from my mind. 
Lovely with her flowing hair is the white- 

boſomed daughter of Sorglan.“ 16 8 wt 
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CoxxAL, flow to ſpeak, replied, % Guard 
againſt the race of Ocean. Send thy troop of 
night abroad, and watch the ſtrength of Swaran. 
Cuthullin ! I am for peace till the race of Selma 
come; till Fingal come, the firſt of men, and 
beam, like the ſun, on our fields!“ The hero 
ſtruck the ſhield of alarms, the warriors of the 
night moved on! The reſt lay in the heath of 

the deer, and ſlept beneath the duſky wind. 
The ghoſts ® of the lately dead were near, and 
ſwam on the gloomy clouds: And far diſtant, 
in the dark ſilence of Lengs the feeble voices of 
death were faintly hear 


llt was long the opinion of the ancient Scots, that a ghoſt 

was heard ſhrieking near the place where a death was to hap- 
pen ſoon after. The accounts giyen, to this day, among the 
vulgar, of this extraordinary. matter, are very poetical, The 
ghoſt comes mounted on a meteor, and ſarrounds twice or 
thrice the place deſtined for the perſon to die; and then goes 
along the road thraugh which the funeral is to paſs, ſhrieking 
at intervals ; at laſt, 8 meteor N * diſappear aboye * 
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ARGUMENT to Boox II. 


The ghoſt of Crugal, one of the Iriſh heroes who was killed 


in battle, appearing to Connal, foretels the defeat of 
Euthullin in the next battle; and earneſtly adviſes him to 
make peace with Swaran. Connal communicates the 
viſion; but Cuthullin is inflexible; from a principle of 
honour he would not be the firſt to ſue for peace, and he 


reſolved to continge the war. Morning comes; Swaran 


. . propoſes diſhonourable terms to Cuthullin, which are re- 


jected. The battle begins, and is obſtinately fought for 
ſome time, until, .ypon_the flight of Grumal, the whole 


Iriſh; ;army gaye way. Cuthullin And Connal cover their 
retreat: Carril leads them to a neighbouring hill, whither 
they are ſoon followed by Cuthullin himſelf, who deſcries 
dhe fleet of Fingal making towards t the coaſt; but, night 


coming on, he, loſt fight of it again. Cuthullin, dejected 
after his defeat, attributes his ill ſucceſs to the death of 
Egrda his friend, whom he had killed ſome time before. 
Carril, to ſhew that ill ſucceſs did not always attend thoſe 


who innocently killed their friends, introduces on opilody 
of a Pye” gh 
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YONNAL® wy * ae ans ak- the 
mountain ſtream, beneath the aged tree. 
& flone, with its. mos, fupported his head. 
Shrill thro' the heath of Lua, he heard the voce 
of night. At diſtance from the heroes, he lay ; 
the ſon of the ſword feared no foe l The hero 
beheld, in his reſt, a dark- red Aream 'of fire 4 
| ruſhing down. from the hill. Crugal fat upon 
the beam, a chief who fell in fight. He fell by 
the hand of Swaran, ſtriving in the battle of 
heroes. His face is like the beam of the ſetting 


The ſcene here deſcribed will appear natural to thoſe who: ' 
| have been in the highlands of Scotland. The poet removes 
him to a diſtance from the army, to add more horror to the 
deſcription of Crugal's ghoſt by the lonelineſs of the place. 


"53 moon. 
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moon. His robes are of the clouds of the hill. 
His eyes are two decaying flames! Dark is the 
wound of his breaſt! „ Crugal,” faid the 
mighty Connal, ſon of Dedgal famed on the hill 
of hinds! ** Why fo pale and ſad, thou breaker 
4481 of the ſhields? Thou haſt never been pale for 
L Ti! 4 fear! What diſturbs the departed Crugal?” 
1 Dim, and in tears, he ſtood and ſtretched his 
pale hand over the hero. Faintly he raiſed his 
feeble voice, like the gale of the reedy Lego! 
Mr ſpirit, Connal, is on my hills: my 
corſe on the ſands of Erin. Thou ſhalt never 
talk with: Crugal, nor find his lone ſteps in the 
heath. I am; light as the blaſt of Cromla. 1 
move like the ſhadow of miſt! Connal, ſon of 
Colgar, I ſee a cloud of death : it hovers dark 
over the plains of Lena. The ſons of green 
Erin muſt fall. Remove from the field of 
ghoſts. Like the darkened moon he retired, 
in the midſt of the whiftling blaſt. Stay,” 
faid the mighty Connal, © ftay. my dark- red 
friend. Lay by that beam of heaven, ſon of 
the windy: Cromla ! What cave is thy lonely 
houſe ? What green-headed hill the place of thy 
repoſe? Shall we not hear. thee in the ſtorm? 
In the noiſe of the mountain-fiream ? When the 
feeble ſons of the wind come forth, and ſcarcely 
ſeen, paſs over the deſart? “ ee 
| «3 « „ THE 
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IT ſoft-yoiced Connal roſe, in the midſt of 
his ſounding arms. He ſtruck his ſffeld above 


Cuthullin. The ſon of battle waked. Why,“ 
ſaid the ruler of the car, comes Connal 


through my night? My ſpear might turn 
againſt the ſound; and Cuthullin mourn the 
death of his friend: Speak, Connal; ſon of 
Colgar, ſpeak, thy counſel is the ſun of hea- 
ven!“ „ Son of Semo!” replied the chief, 


< the ghoſt of Crugal came from his care. The 


ſtars dim-twinkled through his form. His 
voice was like the found of a diſtant ſtream. 
He is a meſſenger of death | He ſpeaks of the 
dark and natrow houſe! Sue for peace, O chief 
of Erin ! or fly over the heath of Lena. 

HE ſpoke to Connal,” replied! the hero, 
© though ſtars dim-twinkled through his form 
Son of Colgar, it was the wind that murmuted 
acroſs thy ear. Or if it was the fotni * of Cru» 
gal, why didft thou not force him tu my fight? 
Haſt thou enquired where is his cave? The houſe 


of that ſon-of wind? My ſword might find that 


voice, and force his hnowiege from — 


| 25 
. The poet 1 5 us 8 opinions that prevailed in 43-4 


time concerning the ſlate of feparate ſouls. Pfom Connial's 


expreſſiong/** That the ſtars dim-twinkled through the ſorm 
of Crugal,” and Cuthullin's reply, we may gather that the 
both thought the foul was material; bométbing like the 
ide of the ancient Greeks. s. 


4A | R 4 But 
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But ſmall is his knowlege, Connal;; he was here 
torday., He coult nat have gone beyond our 

nls! who could tell him there of our fall?” 
7 Ghoſts fly on clouds and ride on winds,“ ſaid 
Connal's voice of wiſdom. * They: reſt to- 
gether in their caves, and talk of mortal 
Sant e ng . N +; x | 
- „% Turn let chem talk of mortal men; of 
every man but Erin's chief. Let me be forgot 
in their cave. I will not fly from Swaran! If 
fall I muſt, my tomb ſhall riſe, amidſt the fame 
of future times. The hunter ſhall ſhed a tear 
on my ſtone; ſorrew ſhall dwell reund the 

High- boſomed Bragela. I fear not death, te 

fly 1 fear ! Fingal has feen me victorious l Thou 

dim phantem of the hill, ſhew thyſelf to me 

come on thy, beam of heaven, ſhew me my 

death in thine hand; yet J will not fly, thou 

| feeble fon of the wind! G0, ſon. of Colgar, 

| ſtrike the ſhield, It hangs: between the ſpears. 
et my ' Warriors riſe: to the found, in the pd 
1 his coming ee af his ni iſles 
3 we ſhall fight, O Colgar's ſon, and die in the 
bi " LO battle of heroes!” has | 
11 Tux ſound readyeyride. The 5 4 
1 like the breaking of a blue rolling wave. They 
doo on che heath; — oaks with all their 
l. 6 1 branches 
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branches round them; when they eccho to the 


ſtream of froſt, and their withered leaves are 


ruſtling to the wind! High Cromla's head of 
clouds is grey. Morning trembles on the half- 


enlightened ocean. The blue miſt ſwims ſlowly 


by, and hides the ſons of Inis-fail! A 
„ RISE ye,” ſaid the king of the dark-brown' 


ſhields, ye that came from Lochlin's waves. 
The ſons of Erin have fled from our arms 5 


purſue them over the plains of Lena Morla, 


go to Cormac's hall. Bid them yield to Swaran; 


before his people fink to the tomb; and filence 


ſpread over his iſle.” They roſe ruſtling like à 
flock of ſea-fowl, when the waves expel: them 


from the ſhore.. Their ſound was Hke a thous 
ſand ſtreams that meet in/Cona's vale, when after 


a ftormy night, they turn their dark eddies, bes 


neath the pale light of the mor 
As the dark ſhades of autumn fly over the 


kills of graſs: ſo gloomy; dark, ſucceſſive came 
the chiefs of Lochlin's ecchoing woods. © Tall 


as the ſtag of Morven' moved ſtately before them, 
the king. His ſhining ſhield is on his fide, like 


a flame on the heath at night. When the world 
is ſilent and dark, and the traveller ſees ſome 
ghoſt ſporting in the beam Dimly gleam the - 
hills around, and ſhew indiſtinétiy their oaks! 
A blaſt from the troubled ocean removed the 


4 


ſettled 


. 
| i 
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ſettled miſt. The ſons of Erin appear, like a ridge 
of rocks on the coaſt; when mariners, on ſhores 

unknown, are trembling at veering winds! 
G0, Morla, go,” faid the king of Lochlin, 
«© offer peace to theſe! Offer the terms we give 
to kings, when nations bow down to our ſwords. 
When the valiant are dead in war; when virgins 
weep on the field! Tall Morla came, the fon 
of Swarth, and ſtately ftrode the youth along ! 
He ſpoke to Erin's blue-eyed chief, among the 
lefler heroes. Take Swaran's peace, the 
warrior ſpoke, © the peace he gives to kings, 
when nations bow to his ſword. Leave Erin's 
ſtreamy plains to us, and give thy ſpouſe and 
dog. Thy ſpouſe high-boſom'd, heaving fair! 
Thy dog that overtakes the wind] Give theſe to 
prove the weakneſs of thine arm ; - live then be- 

neath our power! ?! aus | 

„ TeLL\ Swaran, tell mat heart of any 
Cuthullin never yields. I give him the dark 
rolling ſea; I give his people graves in Erin. 
But never ſhall a ſtranger have the - pleaſing 
ſun- beam of my love. No deer ſhall fly on 
Lochlin's hills, before ſwift-footed Luäth.“ 
4 Vain ruler of the car,” ſaid Morla, „wilt 
thou then fight the king? The king whoſe ſhips 
of many groves could carry off thine iſle ? So 
lil is muy green-hilled Erin to him who rules 
0 the 


\ 


- 
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the ſtormy waves e „ In words I yield to 
many, Morla. My fword ſhall yield to none. 
Erin ſhall own the ſway. of Cormac, while Con- 
nal and Cuthullin live! O Connal, firſt of 
mighty men, thou hear'ſt the words of Morla. 

Shall thy thoughts then be of peace, thou breaker 
of the fhields? Spirit of. fallen Crugal! why 
didſt thou threaten us with death ? The narrow 
houſe ſhäll receive me, in the midſt of the light 
of renown. Exalt, ye ſons of Erin, exalt the 
| ſpear and bend the. bow: ruſh on the foe in 
darkneſs, as the ſpirits of ſtormy nights!“ 

Tux diſmal, roaring, fierce, andideep the 
gloom of battle poured along; as miſt that is 
rolled on a valley, when ſtorms invade the filent 
ſun- ſhine of heaven! Cuthullin moves before in 
arms, like an angry ghoſt before a cloud; when 
meteors incloſe him with fire; when the dark 
winds are in his hand. Carril, far on the heath, 


bids the horn of battle ſound. He raiſes the 


voice of ſong, and pours his t into the minds 


of the brave. „lt angie acht 5 104; 


« Warns,” ſaid the mann a the fin 
* where is the fallen Crugal? He-lies forgot on 
om the hall of thells * is ſilent. Sad is the 


Gult eds VCC Ay IHA $4 ad: TOA! 
. The ancient Scots, ag well as * preſent Highander 
drunk i in ſhells; hence. it is that we is often meer, . the "old 


n with the chief elle ard the balls M.Sc.. 
ſpouſe 
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ſpouſe of Crugal! She is a ſtranger * in the ball 
of her grief. But who is the, that, like a ſun- 


beam, flies before the ranks of the foe? It is 


Degrena +, lovely fair, the ſpouſe of fallen Cru- 
gal. Her hair is on the wind behind. Her eye 


zs red z her voice is ſhrill. Pale, empty is thy 
Crugal now! His form is in the cave of the hill. 


He comes to the ear of reſt; he raiſes his feeble: 
voice; like the humming of the mountain- bee; 
like the collected flies of the eve ! But Degrena 
falls like a cloud of the morn; the ſword of 
Lochlin is in her ſide. Cairbar, ſhe is fallen, the 


 rifing thought of thy youth. She is fallen, O 


Cairbar, the thought of thy youthful hours!“ 
Fi ERC R Cairbar heard the mournful ſound. 
He ruſhed along like ocean's whale. He ſaw 
the death of his daughter: He roared in the 
midſt of thouſands. His ſpear met a ſon of 
Lochlin ; battle ſpreads from wing to wing! As 
a hundred winds in Lochlin's groves ; as fire in 
the pines of a hundred hills; ſo loud, ſo rui- 
nous, ſo vaſt the ranks of men are hewn down. 
Cuthullin cut off heroes like thiftle ; Swaran 


rage Erin. ; Win fell by 4 his hand, Cairbar | 


— 


* Crogal had imarried ws but a little time before the 


battle, conſequently ſhe may with propriety * called a ſtran- 
ger in the hall of her grief. 


u WE fignifies a fun beam. | 
57 of 
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Hf the boſly ſhield | Merge lies in laſting re! 
-Ca-glt trembles as he dies! His white breaſt is 
| tajncd.with blood, his yellow hair iretched in 
the duſt of his native land | He often had ſpxead 
the feaſt where he fell. He often there had raiſed 


the voice of the -harp : when his dogs leapt 


around for jpy ; and the a of the chacę pre». 

pared the bow. 1 f 
STILL Swaran advanced, as 2 ſtream, chat 

burſts from the deſart. The little hills are rolled 


in its courſe; the rocks are half-ſunk by its 


ſide! But Cuthullin ſtood before him, like a 
hill, that catches the clouds of heaven. The 
winds contend on its head of pines; the hail 
rattles on its rocks. But, firm in its ſtrength, 
it ſtands, and ſhades, the ſilent vale of Cona! So 


Cuthullip ſhaded the ſons, of Erin, and tood ; in 
the midſt of thouſands, Blgad riſes like the 
Hunt of a rock, from panting heroes around, | 


But Erin falls on either ne Et ſnow in the 
day of the ſun. 

80 0. gods of Erin,” faid ä dh. Lochlin 
.congyers on the field. Why ſtrive we, as reeds 
againſt + the vind? Fly to the hillof dark- brown 
hinds.” He fled like the ſtag of Morven; his 
ſpear is a trembling beam of light behind him. 
Few fled with Grumal, chief of the little ſoul; 
they {jp * battle of rst on Leng? $ eccho- 

F ing 
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ing heath. High on his car, of many gems, the 
chief of Erin ſtood. He flew a mighty ſon of 
Lochlin, and ſpoke, in (haſte, to Connal. 
O Coꝛmal, firſt of mortal men, thou haſt taught 
this arm of death]! Though Erin's ſons have 
fled, ſhall we not fight the foe? Carril, ſon of 
other times, carry my friends to that buſhy 
hill. Here, Connal, let us ſtand, like rocks, 
and ſave our flying friends.“ oe 
'Connar mounts the car of gems. They 
ſtretch their ſhields, like the darkened moon, 
the daughter of the ſtarry ſkies, when ſhe moves, 
a dun circle, thro' heaven; and dreadful change 
is expected by men. Sithfadda panted up the hill, 
and Sronnal haughty ſteed. Like waves behind a 
whale behind them ruſhed the foe. Now on the 
rifing fide of Cremla ſtood Erin's few ſad ſons; 
like a grove'through which the flame had ruſhed, 
hurried on by the winds of the ſtormy night; diſ- 
tant, withered; dark they ſtand, with not a way to 
ſhake in the gale. 010 
Curnur ri ſtood beſide an oak. He rolled 
his red eye in filence, and heard the wind in his 
buſhy hair; the ſcout of ocean came, Moran 
the ſon of Fithil. The ſhips,” he cried, the 
ſhips of the lonely iſles. Fingal comes the firſt 
of men, the breaker of the ſhields! The waves 
"foam before his black — His maſts with 
SEE 8 | : fails 
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ſails are like groves in clouds!“ Blow,“ ſaid 
Cuthullin, © blow ye winds that ruſh along my 
iſle of miſt. Come to the death of thouſands, 0 

king of reſounding Selma ! Thy fails, my friend, 
are to me the clouds of the morning; thy. ſhips 
the light of heaven ; and thou thyſelf a pillar of 
fire that beams on the world by night. O Con- 
nal, firſt of men, how pleaſing, in grief, are our 
friends! But the night is gathering around! 
Where now are the ſhips of Fingal? Here let us 
paſs the hours of darkneſs; here wiſh for the 
moon of heaven.“ ST; HO | 
Tu winds come down on ha woods. The 
torrents ruſh from the rocks. Rain gathers 
round the head of Cromla. The red ſtars trem- 
ble between the flying clouds. Sad, by the ſide 
of a ſtream whoſe ſound is ecchoed by a tree, 
fad by the fide of a ſtream the chief of Erin ſits. 
Connal ſon of Colgar is there, and Carril of 
other times. Unhappy is the hand of | Cuthul- ' 
lin,“ faid the ſon of Semo, © unhappy: is. the 
hand of Cuthullin, ſinee- he flew; his friend! 
Ferda, ſon of Daene | mn eden my- 
| ſelf!” ; - + oft ai wal: To 
How, — ſon of 8 As feln 
the breaker of the [ſhields Þ: Well remember, 
ſaid Connal, the ſon of the noble Damman. 
Tall and yr he was like the rain-bow of hea- 

; ven,” 


\ 
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ven.” 2 from Albion came, the chief of a 


hundred hills. In Muri's * hall he learned the 
word, and won the friendſhip af Cuthullin. We 
moved to the chace Wan, one was our bed 
in the heath ! i 
Dx ALA was the ſpouſe of Cairbar, chief of 
the plains of Ullin. She was covered with the 
light of beauty, but her heart was the hauſe of 
pride. She loved that ſun-beam of youth, the 
Jon of noble Pamman. Cairbar, ſaid the white: 
armed Deugala, give me half of the herd. No 
more JI will remain in your halls. Divide the 
herd, dark Cairbar! . Let Cuthullin, faid 
Cairbar, divide my herd on the hill. His 
breaſt is the ſeat of juſtice. Depart, thou light 
of beauty!“ I went and divided the herd. One 
ſnow-white bull remained. I gave that bull to 
Cairbar, The wrath of Deugala roſe! 
Sox of Damman,“ begun the fair, Cu- 
thullin hath pained my ſoul. I muſt hear of his 
| death, or Lubar's ſtream hall roll yer me. My 
pale ghoſt ſhall wander near thee, and mourn 
_ the wound of my pride. Pour out the ROE 
Cuthullin or pierce this heaving breaſt,” Neu- 
gala,” faid the fair-haired youth, “ lar ſhall ] 
lay the ſon of Semo? He is the friend of my 
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ſecret thoughts. Shall I then lift the ſword ?” 
She wept. three days before the chief, on the 
fourth he ſaid he would fight. I will fight my 
friend, Deugala | but may I fall by his ſword 
Could I wander on the hill alone? Could I be- 
hold the grave of Cuthullin ?” We fought on the 
plain of Muri. Our ſwords avoid a wound. 

They ſlide on the helmets of ſteel; or ſound on 
the ſlippery ſhields. Deugala was near with a 
ſmile, and faid to the ſon of Damman : *© Thine 
arm is feeble, ſun-beam of youth! Thy years 
are not ſtrong for ſteel. Yield to the ſon of 
Semo. He is a rock on Malmor.” 

«Tas tear is in the eye of youth. He faulter- 
ing ſaid to me: Cuthullin, raife thy boſſy 
ſhield. Defend thee from the hand of thy friend. 
My ſoul is laden with grief: for I muſt ſlay the 
chief of men !” 1 ſighed as the wind in the cleft 
of a rock. I lifted high the edge of my fteel. 
The ſun-beam of battle fell : the firſt of Cuthul- 
lin's friends el is the hand of Cuthullin 
ſince the hero fell! 

« MouRNFUL is thy tale, ſon of the. car, 


aid Carril of other times. It ſends my ſoul 


back to the ages of old, to the days of other 


years. Often have. IJ heard of Comal, who flew ' 


the friend he loved; yet victory attended his 
ſteel: the battle was conſumed in his preſence | 
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CoA was a fon of Albion; the chief of an 
hundred hills! His deer drunk of a thouſand 
ſtreams. A thouſand rocks replied to the voice 
of his dogs. His face was the mildneſs of youth. 
His hand the death of heroes. One was his love, 
and fair was ſhe ! the daughter of mighty Con- 
loch. She appeared like a ſun-beam among 
women. Her hair was the wing of the raven. 
Her dogs were taught to the chace. Her bow- 
firing ſounded on the winds. Her ſoul was fixed 
on Comal. Often met their eyes of love. Their 
courſe in the chace was one. Happy were their 
words in ſecret. But Grumal loved the maid, 
the dark chief of the gloomy Ardven. He watched 
her lone ſteps in the heath; the foe of unhappy 
Comal |! | 5 
Ox day, tired of the chace, when the miſt 
had concealed their friends, Comal and the 
daughter of Conloch met, in the cave of Ro- 
nan. It was the wonted haunt of Comal. Its 
ſides were hung with his arms. A hundred 
ſhields of thongs were there; a hundred helms 
of ſounding fteel. ** Reſt here,” he ſaid, ** my 
tove Galbina : thou light of the cave of Ronan ! 
A deer appears on Mora's brow. I go; but l 
will ſoon return.” * I fear,” the faid, * dark 


Grumal my foe: he haunts the cave of Ronan! 
OO I will 
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I will reſt among the arms ; but ſoon return, 

my love!“ Tg | 
H went to the deer of Mora. The daughter 
of Conloch would try his love. She cloathed 
her fair ſides with his armour ; ſhe ſtrode from 
the cave of Ronan! He thought it was his foe. 
His heart beat high. His colour changed, and 
darkneſs dimmed his-eyes. He drew the bow. 
The arrow flew. Galbina fell in blood! He run 
with wildneſs in his ſteps : he called the daughter 
of Conloch. No anſwer in the lonely rock. 
Where art thou, O my love? He ſaw, at length, 
her heaving heart, beating around the arrow 
he threw. * O Conloch's daughter, is it thou? 
He ſunk upon her breaft ! The hunters found 
the hapleſs pair; he afterwards walked the hill. 
But many and ſilent were his ſteps round+ the 
dark dwelling of his love. The fleet of the ocean 
came. He fought, the firangers fled.” He 
ſearched for death along the field, But who 
could ſlay the mighty Comhal ! He threw away 
his dark-brown ſhield. An arrow found his 
manly breaſt. He ſleeps with his loved Galbina 
at the noiſe of the ſounding ſurge! Their green 
tombs are ſeen by the mariner, when he bounds 
on the wayes of the north. 
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bard for more of his ſongs. He relates the actions of Fingal 
in Lochlin, and death of Agandecca the beautiful ſiſter of 
Swaran. He had ſcarce finiſhed when Calmar the ſon of 
Matha, who had adviſed the firſt battle, came woundeq 
from the field, and told them of Swaran's deſign to ſurpriſe 


- the remains of the Jriſh army. He himſelf propoſes to 


withſtand ſingly the whole force of the enemy, in a narrow 
paſs, till the Iriſh ſhould make good their retreat, Cuthul- 
lin, touched with the gallant propoſal of Calmar, reſolves 
to accompany him, and orders Carril to carry off the few 
that remained of the Iriſh, Morning comes, Calmar dies 
of his wounds ; and, the ſhips of the Caledonians appear- 
ing, Swaran gives over the purſuit of the Iriſh, and retarng 
to oppoſe Fingal's landing. Cuthullin aſhamed, after his 


defeat, to appear before Fingal, retires to the cave of Tura. 


Fingal engages the enemy, puts them to flight; but the 
coming on of night makes the victory not deciſive. The 
king, who had obſerved the gallant behaviour of his grandy 
ſon Ofcar, gives him advices concerning his conduct in 
peace and war. He recommends to him to place the exam- 
ple of his fathers before his eyes, as the beſt model for his 
conduct; which introduces the epiſode concerning Faina- 
ſollis, the daughter of the king of Craca, whom Fingal had 
taken under his protection, in his youth. Fillan and Oſcar 
are diſpatched to obſerve the motions of the enemy by night; 
Gaul the ſon of Morni deſires the command of the army, in 
the next battle; which Fingal promiſes to give him, Some 
general reflections of the poet cloſe the third day. 
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LEASANT are the words of the ſong,” 

faid Cuthullin ! * lovely the tales of other 

times! They are, like the calm dew of the 
morning on the hill of roes ; when the ſun is 
faint on its fide, and the lake is ſettled and blue 


in the vale. O'Carril, raiſe” again thy voice; 


let me hear the ſong of Selma: wbich was ſung 
in my halls of joy, when Fingal king of fhields 
was there, and glowed at the deeds of his fathers.” 
„% FinGAL! thou dweller of battle,” ſaid Car- 
ril, © early were thy deeds in arms. Lochlin 
»The ſecond'night; fince the opening bf che poem, conti- 
nues; and Cuthullin, Connal, and Carril ill ſit in the place | 
deſcribed in the preceding book. The flory of Agandecca 1 is 


introduced here with propriety, as great uſe is made of it in the 


courſe of the poem, and as it, in ſome meaſure, brings about 
the cataſtrophe, 


84 was 
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was conſumed in thy wrath, when thy youth 
ſtrove with the beauty of maids, They ſmiled at 
the fair-blooming face of the hero; but death 
was in his hands. He was ſtrong as the waters 
of Lora. His followers were the roar of a thou- 
ſand fireams. They took the king of Lochlin 
in war; they reſtored him to his ſhips. His big 
heart ſwelled with pride ; the death of the youth 
was dark in his ſoul. For none ever, but Fin- 
gal, had overcome the ftrength of the mighty 
Starno *. He fat in the hall of his ſhells in Loch- 
lin's woody land. He called the grey-haired 
Snivan, that often ſung round the circle of 
Loda: when the ſtone of power heard his voice, 
and battle turned in the field of the valiant! 

« Go; grey-haired Snivan,” Starno faid, 
te go to Ardvenis ſea- ſurrounded rocks. Tell to 
the king of Selma; he the faireſt among his 
thouſands, tell him I give him my daughter, the 
lovelieſt maid, that ever heaved a breaſt of ſnow. 
Her arms are white as the foam of my waves. 
Her ſoul is generous and mild. Let him come 
with bis braveſt heroes, to the . of the ; 


2 * was the father of Swaran as well as Agandecca. 155 | 
fierce and cruel character is well marked in other poems con- 
cerning the times. 

+ This paſſage moſt certainly alludes to the religion of 
Lechlin, and the fone of poxuer here mentioned i is the image of 
one of the deities of Scandinavia. 
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ſecret hall! Sni van came to Selma's hall: Fair- 
haired Fingal attended his ſteps. His kindled ſoul 
flew to the maid, as he bounded on the waves of 
the north. Welcome, ſaid the dark-brown 
Starno, welcome, king of rocky Morven :- 
Welcome his heroes of might; ſons of the diſ- 
tant iſle! Three days within my halls ſhall ye: 
feaſt; three days purſue my boars ; that your 
fame may reach the maid who dwells in the, 
ſeeret hall.” po 

STARNO deſigned their Ae He gave the 
feaſt of ſhells. Fingal, who doubted the foe, 
kept on his arms of ſteel. The ſons: of death 
were afraid: They fled from the eyes of the king. 
The voice of ſprightly mirth aroſe. The trem- 
bling harps of joy were ſtrung. Bards ſung the 
battle of heroes: They ſung the heaving breaſt 
of love. Ullin, Fingal's bard, was there: the 
ſweet voice of reſounding, Cona. He praiſed the 
daughter of Lochlin; and Morven's high- 
deſcended chief. The daughter of Lochlin over- 
heard. She left the hall of her ſecret ſigh! She 
came in all her beauty, like the moon from the 
cloud of the eaſt. Lovelineſs was around her as 
licht. Her ſteps were the muſic of ſongs, She 


1 All the North · weſt coaſt of Scotland probably went of old 


under the name of Morven, which ſignifies a ridge of very high 
hills, | 


3 ſaw 
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ſaw the youth and loved him. He was the ſtolen 
ſigh of her ſoul. Her blue eye rolled on him in 
ſecret : ſhe bleſt the chief of reſounding Morven. 
Tux third day with all its beams, ſhone 
bright on the wood of boars. Forth moved the 
dark-browed Starno; and Fingal, king of 
ſhields. Half the day they ſpent in the chace ; 
the ſpear of Selma was red in blood. It was then 
the daughter of Starno, with blue eyes rolling in 
tears; it was then ſhe came with her yoice of 
love and ſpoke to the king of Morven. *© Fin- 
gal, high deſcended chief, truſt not Starno's 
heart of pride. Within that wood he has placed 
his chiefs. | Beware of the wood of death. But, 
remember, ſon of the iſle, remember Agandecca ; 
ſave me from the wrath of my father, king of 
the windy Moryen !” | 
THz youth; with unconcern, went on ; his 
heroes by his fide. The ſons of death fell by his 
hand; and Gormal ecchoed around! Before the 
halls of Starno the ſons of the chace convened. 
The king's dark brows were like clouds. His 
eyes like meteors of night. Bring hither,” 
he ſaid, **; Agandecca to her lovely king of 
Morven! His hand is ſtained with the blood of 
my people; her words have not been in vain !“ 
Phe came with the red eye of tears. She came 
with 
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with looſely flowing locks. Her white breaſt 
heaved with broken fighs, like the foam of the 
ſtreamy Lubar. Starno pierced her fide with 
eel. She fell, like a wreath of ſnow, which 
ſlides from the rocks of Ronan; when the woods 
are ſtill, and eccho deepens in the vale ! Then 
Fingal eyed his valiant chiefs, his valiant chief 
took arms. The gloom of battle roared ; Loch- 
lin fled or died. Pale, in his bounding ſhip he 
cloſed the maid of the ſofteſt ſoul. Her tomb 
aſcends on Ardyen ; the ſea roars round her 
narrow dwelling. 

„ BLxsSED be her ſoul,” ſaid Cathullin; 
*© blefled be the mouth of the ſong ! Strong 
was the youth of Fingal ; ftrong is his arm of 
age. Lochlin ſhall fall again before the king of 
 ecchoing Morven. Shew thy face from a 


cloud, O moon; light his white fails on the 


wave; And if any ftrong fpirit “ of heaven fits 
on that low-hung cloud; turn his dark: ſhips 
from the rock, n rider of the ſtorm 


* This i is the Fare paſſage i in the poem has has the appear- 
ance of religion, But Cuthyllin's apoſtrophe to this ſpirit is 
aocompanied with a doubt, ſo that it is not eaſy to determine 
whether the hero meant a ſuperior! being. or the ghoſts of 
deceaſed warriors, who were ſuppoſed in thoſe times to rule 
the ſtorms, and erde We in a A ora or wind from 
one country to another, nn 


SUCK 
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. SUCH were the words of Cuthullin at the 
found of the mountain-ſtream ; when Calmar 
aſcended the hill, the-wounded ſon of Matha. 
From the field he came in his blood. He leaned 
on his bending ſpear. -' Feeble is the arm of 
battle! but ſtrong the ſoul of the hero | «© Wel- 
come! O ſon of Matha,” faid Connal, wel- 
come art thou to thy friends! Why burſts that 
broken ſigh, from the breaſt of him who never 
feared before? And never, Connal, will he 
fear, chief of the pointed fteel! My foul 
| brightens in danger: in the noiſe of arms. I 
am of the race of battle. My fathers never 
gy: co: C's 
% CoRMAR was the firſt of my race. He 
ſported through the ſtorms of waves. His 
black ſkiff bounded on ocean; he travelled on 
the wings of the wind. A ſpirit once embroiled 
the night. Seas ſwell and rocks reſound. 
Winds drive along the clouds. The lightning 
flies on wings of fire. He feared and came to 
land: then bluthed that he feared at all. He 
ruſhed again among the waves to find the ſon 
of the wind. Three youths guide the bounding 
bark; he ſtood with ſword unſheathed. When 
the low-hung vapour paſſed, he took it by the 
curling head. He ſearched its dark womb with 
5 his 
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his ſteel. The ſon of the wind forſook the air. 
The moon and ſtars returned! Such was the 
boldneſs of my race. Calmar is like his fathers. 
Danger flies from the lifted ſword. T 1 beſt 
ſucceed who dare !” 3 1 
Bou r now, ye ſons of green Erin, retire from 
Lena's bloody heath. Collect the fad remnant 
of our friends, and join the ſword of Fingal. 
I heard the ſound of Lochlin's advancing arms 
Calmar will remain and fight. My voice ſhall 
be ſuch, my friends, as if thouſands were be- 
hind me. But, ſon of Semo, remember me. 
Remember Calmar's lifeleſs corſe. When Fin- 
gal ſhall have waſted the field, place me by ſome 
ſtone of remembrance, that future times may 
hear my fame; that 1 mother of Calmar _ 
rejoice in my renoõẽwu nn. 
„ No: ſon of Matha,“ n 5 
will never leave thee here. My; joy is in unequal 
fight : my ſoul increaſes in danger. Connal, 
and Carril of other times, carry off the ſad ſons 
of Erin. When the battle is over, ſearch for 
us in this narrow way. For nean this oak we ſhall 
fall, in the ſtream of the battle bf thouſands Y? 
O Fithil's ſon, with flying ſpeed ruſh over the 
heath of Lena. Tell to Fingal that Erin is 
fallen. Bid the king of Morven come. O let 


him 
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him come, like the ſun in a form, to lighten, 
to reſtore the iſle ! 

MokxIx is grey on Cromla. The ſons of 
the ſea aſcend. Calmar ſtood forth to meet 
them in the pride of his kindling ſoul. But 
pale was the face of the chief. He leaned on his 
father's ſpear. That ſpear which he brought 
from Lara, when the ſoul of his mother was 
ſad ; the ſoul of the lonely Alcletha, waining in 


the ſorrow of years. But ſlowly now the hero 


falls, like a tree on the plain. Dark Cuthullin 


ſtands alone like a rock in a ſandy vale. The fea 


comes with its waves, and roars on its hardened 
fides. Its head is covered with foam; the hills 
are ecchoing around. 

Now from the grey mift of the ocean, the 
white- ſailed ſhips of Fingal appear. High is the 
grove of their maſts, as they nod, by turns, on 
the rolling wave. Swaran ſaw them from the 
hill. He returned from the ſons of Erin. As 


ebbs the reſounding ſea, through the hundred 


iſles of Iniſtore; ſo loud, ſo vaſt, ſo immenſe 


returned the ſons of Lochlin againſt the king. 


But bending, weeping, ſad, and flow, and 
dragging his long ſpear behind, Cuthullin ſunk 
in Cromla's wood, and mourned his fallen 
friends. He feared the face of Fingal, who was 
wont to greet him from the fields of renown | 


7 ; * How 
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How many lie there of my heroes! the 
_ chiefs of Erin's race! they that were chearful 
in the hall, when the ſound of the ſhells aroſe ! 
No more ſhall I find their ſteps in the heath. 
No more ſhall I hear their voice in the chace. 
Pale, filent, low on bloody beds, are they who 
were my friends! O ſpirits of the lately dead, 
meet Cuthullin on his heath. Speak to him 
on the wind, when the ruſtling tree of Tura's 
cave reſounds. There, far remote, I ſhall lie 
unknown. No bard ſhall hear of me. No grey 
ſtone ſhall riſe to my renown. Mourn me with 
the dead, O Bragela! departed is my fame.” 
Such were the words of Cuthullin, when bow funk 
in the woods of Cromla | 

FinGaL, tall in his ſhip, Aretched his bright 
lance before him. Terrible was the gleam of the 
ſteel: it was like the green meteor of death, fet- 
ting in the heath of Malmor, when the traveller 
is alone, and the broad moon is darkened in 
heaven. 


„% Tax battle is paſt,” ſaid the 1 of 


behold the blood of my friends. Sad is the 
heath of Lena! mournful the oaks of Cromla. 
The hunters have fallen in their ſtrength: the 
fon of Semo is no more. Ryno and Fillan, my 
ſons, ſound the horn of Fingal. Aſcend that 
hill on the ſhore; call the children of the foe. 

Call 
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Call them from the grave of Lamdarg, the chief 


of other times. Be your voice like that of your 
father, when he enters the battles of his 


ſtrength. I wait for the mighty firanger. I 
wait on Lena' s ſhore for Swaran. Let him come 
with all his race ; Rrong in battle are the friends 


of the dead ! 
_ Fain — as 6 gleamed along: 


Dark Fillan ruſhed like the ſhade of autumn. 


On Lena's heath their voice is heard. The ſons 


of ocean heard the horn of Fingal. As the 


roaring eddy of ocean returning from the 
kingdom of ſnows; ſo ſtrong, ſo dark, ſo ſud- 
den came down the ſons of Lochlin. The king 
in their front appears, in the diſmal pride of his 
arms! Wrath burns on his dark-brown face : his 
eyes roll in the fie of his valour. Fingal be- 
held the ſon of Starno : : he remembered Agan- 
decca. For Swaran with the tears of youth had 
mourned his white · boſomed ſiſter. He ſent 
Ullin of ſongs to. bid him to the feaſt of ſhells : : 
For pleaſant on Fingal's ſoul returned the me- 
mory of the firſt of his loves! 

ULLIN came with aged ieps, and ſpoke to 
Starno's fon. 3 thou that dwelleſt afar, ſar- 
rounded, like a rock, with thy waves ! come to 
the feaſt of the King, and _ paſs the day in reſt. 
To-morrow let us fight, 0 Swaran, and break 

- the 
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the ecchoing ſhields.” . To-day,” faid Star- 
no's 'wrathful ſon, „we break the ecchoing 
thields : © to-morrow my feaft ſhall be ſpread; 
but Fingal ſhall lie on earth.” ** To-morrow 
let his feaſt be ſpread,” faid Fingal with a ſmile. 
« T o-day, O my ſons, we ſhall. break the 
ecchoing ſhields. Oſſian, ſtand thou near my 
arm. Gaul, lift thy terrible ſword. Fergus, 
bend thy crooked yew. Throw, Fillan, thy 
lance through heaven. Lift your ſhields, like 
the darkened moon. Be your ſpears the meteors 
of death. Follow me in the path of my fame, 
Equal my deeds in battle.” 
As a hundred winds on Morven , as the 
ſtreams of a hundred hills; as clouds fly ſuc- 
ceſſive over heaven; as the dark ocean affails 
the ſhore of the deſart: fo roaring, ſo vaſt, ſo _ 
terrible the armies mixed on Lena's ecchoing 
heath. The groan of the people ſpread over 
the hills: it was like the thunder of night, when 
the cloud burſts on Cona ; and a thouſand ghoſts 
ſhriek at once on the hollow wind. Fingal 
ruſhed on in his ftrength, terrible as the ſpirit 
of Trenmor; when, in a whirlwind, he comes 
to Morven, to ſee the children of his pride. 
The oaks reſound on their mountains, and the 
rocks fall down before him. Dimly ſeen, as 
Vol. I. T  lightens 


1 
: * 
4 
U 
+ 
x 
r 
. 
. 
19 
. 
h 
4 
4 
vi 
=_ 7 
ut! 
* F : 
SS 
its 
i N 
i . : 
WH 
1+ Vi] N 
1:8 
n 2.48 x 
1 N 
iy 13 
„ * 
f 1 
1 {1 
* 4 ' 
9. ih 
* | 
I WH C þ 
ph A | 
0.87 . 
14 l : 
. 
11. 181! 
44 in 7 
i» U 0 
* TH [ 
o "i 
f | 
l 4 
b I! & 
'W ' 5 
by y, : 
| Wy | 
5 2 n 41 N 4% 
's N 
1 4 3 * 
ih SVs 
= ö * ns 
1 1 U N 1 
* = 
1 41 
n . 4 
i : v; 
uy ti 
. | ' 14 
l 1 
. 
re 
« * $1 
4 ; 3, ":yY 
0 | 
11 18 . 
= f 1 
ae 
c = 
” i : 
1318 
3 LING 
a a 
4.7 U , : 
rn bl J 
1 I 
475 4 + 
1 * 
1 6 
N » : 
N 4 1 ; $} 
»q" 4 N 
11 
J. * by [1 [4 
ue , 7 
* 
£8 
nl 1 i x 
' i * 
1 
_ 4 1 
' : 
44 vi 1 
0 if : 
[1 t Fs | 
is - 
1 
U \ 4 5 
1 9 
* | 
1 44 T! 
| jt | 
. 
„ 
A ; N 
Þ 1.4, 
119 
Sz « , 
£5 * 
k 
„ i 
FY © 
: 
: 


wa 
— 


— bn 
—— — — — p07" — x7 - 
- P ES) —— 
_> - <-*. SEE 
S 


= me Won 
2 — - 
aw — — 
— 
—— 
— 


I WP wrt, egy 2 
- 


_ 3 =_ 
= = * EYE \ 
„ ASS = 4 * og bd 
- . 4" . = » — 
— —ů — ä = << — — — - 
_ — * i wall . » » * — 
2 2 _—_ 1 — a 2 — * 
"25 —F? = — 4% S — 
— 0 
— — et \ * 1 
YE GATES. 
_ 2 —— 
5 * * — — . 
— 1 
— 
3 
ä 


* ou - _ b 
OE — 


— — — "WD 
— 
. — — 


= 
_ 
— 


— —— 


252 — — 


— 
— 


— * a — — — 
r ———— — 2 — 
— ä ä ä —— 
2 ä — — TT 
= Ez — 
— = 
— * 


— 


mw . 
my a ot 


— 


— — 
: —— - 
— —U —— 


* 
— ———— 
- _—  —— —  ——— — x___— , IT 
- * — - — — — — — — . * —— . 2 
„lr 4 - ; N 


294 F ING AL, Booxlll, 
lightens the night, he firides largely from hill 
to hill. Bloody was the hand of my father, 
when he whirled the gleam of his ſword, He 
remembers the battles of his youth. The field 
is waſted in his courſe [ 

Rx xo went on like a pillar of fire. Dark is 
the brow of Gaul. Fergus ruſhed forward with 
feet of wind. Fillan like the miſt of the hill. 
| Oſſian, like a rock, came down. I exulted in 
the ſtrength of the king. Many were the deaths 
of my arm! diſmal the gleam of my ſword ! 
My locks were not then ſo grey; nor trembled 
my hands with age. My eyes were not cloſed in 
darkneſs ; my feet failed not in the race! 
Wo can relate the deaths of the people? 
Who the deeds of mighty heroes? when Fingal, 
burning in his wrath, conſumed the ſons of 
Lochlin? groans ſwelled on groans from hill to 
hill, till night had covered all. Pale, ſtaring 
like a herd of deer, the ſons of Lochlin convene 
on Lena. We ſat and heard the ſprightly harp, 
at Lubar's gentle ſtream. Fingal himſelf was 
next to. the foe. He liſtened to the tales of his 
bards. His godlike race were in the ſong, the 
chiefs of other times. Attentive, leaning on his 
ſhield, the king of Morven fat. The wind 
whiſtled through his. locks; his thoughts are of 

" 


Boox III. Ax EPIC POEM. 276 
the days of other years. Near him on his bend- 
ing ſpear, my young, my valiant Oſcar ſtood. 
He admired the king of Morven : his ms 
were ſwelling in his foul! 1 

« Son of my ſon,” betta ihe: nth, * 
Oſcar, pride of youth! I faw the ſhining of thy 
ſword. I gloried in my race. Purſue the fame 
of our fathers; be thou what they have been, 
when Trenmor lived, the firſt of men, and 
Trathal the father of heroes! They fought the 
battle in their youth. They are the ſong of 
bards. O Oſear! bend the ſtrong in arm: but 
ſpare the feeble hand. Be thou a ſtream of many 
tides againſt the foes of thy people; but like the 
gale, that moves the graſs, to thofe who aſk. 
thine aid. So Trenmor lived; ſuch Trathal 
was; and ſuch has Fingal been. My arm was 
the ſupport of the injured; the weak reſted be- 
hind the lightning of my Reel,” 
* OscaR I I was young like- Wee when 
lovely Fainaſoôllis came: that ſufl-beam! that 
mild light of love! the daughter of Craca's * 
king 1 then — from Cona's heath, ne 
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5 Wbat the Fe 40 8 was, is not, at this | 
diftance of time, eaſy to determine. The molt probable opi_ 
nion is, that it was one of the Shetland illes. There is a 
tory 8 dapghter of the n Craca in the fixth 
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the fair. 


cheek had tears. 
| I faid, * what ſigh is in thy breaſt? Can I, 
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few were in my train. A white-ſailed boat ap- 
peared far off; we aw it like a miſt, that rode 
on ocean's wind. It ſoon approached. We ſaw 
Her white breaſt heaved with ſighs. 
The wind was in her looſe dark hair: her roſy 
** Daughter of beauty, calm 


young as I am, defend thee, daughter of the 
ſea? My ſword is not unmatched i in War, but 
dauntleſs is my heart.” 1 trek 

Dl he: To thee I fly,” with ſighs ſhe 621. 7.9 
prince of mighty men! To thee I fly, chief of 
the generous ſhells, ſupporter of the feeble hand ! 
The king of Craca's ecchoing iſle owned me the 
{unbeam of his race. Cromala's hills have heard 
the ſighs of love for unhappy Fainaſollis | Sora's 
chief beheld me fair; he loved the daughter of 
His ſword is a beam of light upon the 
But dark is his brow ; and tem- 
I ſhun him, on Em 


Craca. 
warrior's ſide. 
peſts are in his ſoul. 


ing ſea; but Sora's chief purſues.” 


„ RxsT thou, I ſaid, behind my ſhield, 
reſt in peace, thou beam of light! The gloomy 
chief of Sora will fly, if Fingal's arm is like his 
ſoul. In ſome lone cave I, might conceal thee, 
daughter of the ſea! But Fingal never flies. 
Where the danger threatens, I rejoice in the 
ſtorm of ſpears.” I ſaw the tears upon her 
7 73 cheek. 
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check 1 pitied Craca's fair. Now, like a 
dreadful wave afar, appeared the ſhip of ſtormy 
Borbar. His maſts high-bended over the ſea 
behind their ſheets of ſow. White roll the 
waters on either ſide. The ſtrength of ocean 
ſounds. ** Come thou,” I ſaid, © from the 
roar of ocean, thou rider of the ſtorm ! Partake 
the feaſt within my hall. It is the houſe of 
ſtrangers.” F | 

THE maid ftood trembling by my fide. He 
drew the bow. She fell. Unerring is thy 
hand,” I faid, © but feeble was the foe!“ We 
fought, nor weak the ſtrife of death! He ſunk 
beneath my ſword. We laid thein in two tombs 
of tone; the (hapleſs lovers of youth! Such 
have I been in my youth, O Ofcar; be thou 
like the age of Fingal. Never ſearch thou for 
battle} nor ſhun'it when it comes. 

„ PriLan and Oſcar of the dark- brown 
elt ye, that are ſwift in the race! fly over 
the heath in my preſence. View the ſons of 
Lochlin. Far off [ hear the noiſe of their fear, 
like diſtant ſounds in woods. Go: that they 
may not fly W my ſword, aeg e waves of 
the north. For many chiefs f Erin's race, lie 
here on the dark bed of death: The children of 
are are e the ſons of ecchoing Cromla.“ bs 


th 2 oog! 15 Tus 
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Tux heroes flew like two dark clouds: two 
dark clouds that are the chariots of ghoſts; when 
air's dark children come forth to frighten hap- 
lefs men. It was then that Gaul“, the ſon of 
Morni, ſtood like a rock in night. His ſpear 
is glittering to the ſtars ; his voice like _ 
ſtreams. 
* So of battle,” cried the chief, © O Fin- 
gal, king of ſhells ! let the bards of many ſongs 
ſooth Erin's friends to reſt. Fingal, ſheath thou 
thy ſword of death; and let thy people fight. 
We wither away without our fame ; our king is 
the only breaker of ſhields! When morning 
riſes on our hills, behold, at 2 diſtance, our 
deeds. Let Lochlin feel the ſword of Morni's 
ſon; that bards may ſing of me. Such was the 
cuſtom heretofore of Fingal's noble race. Such 
was thine own, thou _ of ſwords, .in battles 


, 1 | of the ſpear.” 

i: 1 4 O $0N of Morni,” Wasbek «7 

2 1 glory in thy fame. Fight; but my ſpear ſhall 
1 8 Gaul, the ſon of Morni, was chief of a tribe that dif- 
1: puted long, the pre-eminence, with Fingal himſelf, They 


. were reduced at laſt to obedience, and Gaul, from an enemy, 
| ri turned Fingal's beſt friend and greateſt hero. His character 
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| | 1 is ſomething like that of Ajax in the Iliad; a hero of more 
a ö 1 ſtrength than conduct in battle. He was very ſond of military 
wa fame, and here he demands the next battle to himſelf. The 
74 ; iff poet, by an artifice, removes 5 that his return may be 
; lk li * more magnificent. : A 
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be near, to aid thee in the midſt of danger. 
Raiſe, raiſe the voice, ye ſons of ſong, and lull 
me into reſt, Here will Fingal lie, amidſt the 
wind of night. And if thou, Agandecca, - art 
near, among the children of thy land; if thou 
ſitteſt on a blaſt of wind, among the high- 
ſhrowded maſts of Lochlin; come to my 
dreams , my fair one, Shew thy bright face 
to my ſoul.” 
Many a voice and many a hea, in 3 
ſounds aroſe. Of Fingal's noble deeds they 
ſung; of Fingal's noble race: And ſometimes, 
on the lovely ſound, was heard the name of 
Oſſian. I often fought, and often won, in 
battles of the ſpear. But blind, and tearful, and 
forlorn I walk with little men! O Fingal, with 
thy race of war J now behold thee not! The 
wild roes feed on the green tomb of the mighty 
king of Morven ! Bleft be thy ſoul, thou king 
of ſwords, thou moſt renowned on the hills of 
Cona ! | 


+ The poet prepares us for the dream of Fingal in the next 
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ARGUMENT to Book IV. 


The action of the poem being ſuſpended by night, Oſſian 


takes that opportunity to relate his own actions at the lake 
of Lego, and his courtſhip of Eyirallin, who was the mo- 
ther- of Oſcar, and had died ſome time before the expedition 
of Fingal into Ireland. Her ghoſt appears to him, and tells him 
that Oſcar, who had been ſent, the beginning of the night, 
to obſerve the enemy, was engaged with an advanced party, 
and almoſt overpowered. Oſſian relieves his ſon; and an 


alarm is given to Fingal of the approach of Swaran. The 


king riſes, calls his army together, and, as he had pro- 
miſed the preceding night, devolves the command on Gaul 
the ſon of Morni, while he himfelf, after charging his ſons 


to behave gallantly and defend his people, retires to a hill, 


from whence he could have a view of the battle. The battle 
joins z the poet relates Oſcar's great actions. But when 
Oſcar, in conjunction with his father, conquered in one 
wing, Gaul, who was attacked by Swaran in perſon, was 
on the point of retreating in the other. Fingal ſends Ullin 
his bard to encourage him with a war ſong, but notwith- 


ſtanding Swaran prevails and Gaul and his army are 


obliged to give way. Fingal, deſcending from the hill, 
rallies them again: Swaran deſiſts from the purſuit, poſ- 


ſeſſes himſelf of a riſing ground, reſtores the ranks, and 


waits the approach of Fingal, The king, having encou- 
raged his men, gives the neceſſary orders, and renews the 
battle. Cuthullin, who, with his friend Connal, and 
Carril his bard, had retired to the cave of Tura, hearing 
the noiſe, came to the brow of the hill, which overlooked 
the field of battle, where he ſaw Fingal engaged with the 
enemy. He, being hindered by Connal from joining 
Fingal, who was. himſelf upon the point of obtaining a 
complete victory, ſends Carril to congratulate that hero on 
his ſucceſs, 102 
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in SIX BOOKS. 


B oo iv. 


* 


7 HO comes with her ſongs from the hill, 


like the bow of the ſhowery Lena? It is 
the maid of the voice of love! The white-armed 
daughter of T oſcar ! Often haſt thou heard my 
ſong; often given the tear of beauty. Doſt 
thou come to the wars of thy people? to hear 


. mn being aſleep, and the action ſolpended by night, 
the poet introduces the tory. of his courtſhip of Evirallin the 
daughter of Branno. The epiſode is neceſſary to clear up 


ſeveral paſſages that follow in the poem; at the ſame time 


that ĩt naturally brings on the aQion of the book, which may 


be ſuppoſed to begin about the middle of the third night from 
the opening of the poem. This book, as many of Oſſian's 
other compoſitions, is addreſſed to the beautiful Malvina the 
daughter of Toſcar, She appears to have been in love with 
Oſcar, and to have affected che company of the father after 
the death of the ſon. 
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the actions of Oſcar? When ſhall I ceaſe to 
mourn, by the ſtreams of reſounding Cona ? 
My years have paſſed away in battle. My age 
is darkened with grief! | 
4 DAUGHTER of the hand of FIN J was 
not ſo mournful and blind. I was not ſo dark 
and forlorn, when Everallin loved me ! Everallin 
with the dark-brown hair, the white-boſomed 
daughter of Branno! A thouſand heroes ſought 
the maid, ſhe refuſed her love to a thouſand. 
'The ſons of the ſword were deſpiſed : for grace- 
ful in her eyes was Oſſian! I went, in ſuit of the 
maid, to Lego's fable ſurge. Twelve of my 
people were there, the ſons of fireamy Morven ! 
We came to Branno, friend of firangers! Bran- 
no of the ſounding mail ! © From whence,” 
ke ſaid, are the arms of ftcel ? Not eaſy to 
win is the maid, who has denied the blue- eyed 
ſons of Erin! But bleſt be thou, O ſon of Fin- 
gal! Happy is the maid that waits thee! Tho? 
twelve daughters of beauty were mine, thine 
were the choice; thou ſon of fame!” | 
| Hz opened the hall of the maid, the hes 
 hairedBrexallin;:- Joy kindled in our manly 
breaſts. We bleſt the maid of Branno. Above 
us on the hill appeared the people of ſtately Cor- 
mac. Eight were the heroes of the chief. The 
heath flamed wide with their arms, There 
| , Colla; 
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Colla ; there Durra of wounds, there mighty 
Toſcar, and Tago, there Freſtal the. victorious 
| ſtood; Dairo of the happy deeds: Dala the 
battle's bulwark in the narrow way | The ſword . 
flamed in the hand of Cormac. Graceful was 
the look of the hero! Eight were the heroes of 
Oſſian. Ullin ſtormy ſon of war. Mullo of the 
generous deeds. The noble, the graceful Sce- 
lacha. Oglan, and Cerdal the wrathful. Du- 
mariccan's brows of death! And why ſhould 
Ogar be the laſt ; ſo wide renowned on the hills 
of Ardven ?” . ” 

e OGAR met Dala the france FA to face, on 
the field of heroes. The battle of the chiefs was, 
like wind, on ocean's foamy waves. The: dag- 
ger is remembered by Ogar ; the weapon which 
he loved. Nine times he drowned it in Delta's: 
ſide, The ſtormy battle turned. Three times I 
broke on Cormac's ſhield: three times he broke 
his ſpear. But, unhappy youth of love! I cut: 
his head away. Five times I ſhook it by the 
lock. The friends of Cormac fled; Whoever: 
would have told me, lovely maid, when then I 
ſtrove in battle; that blind, forſaken, and for- 
lorn L now ſhould paſs the night; firm ought. 
his mail to have been; nee his arm in 
war!“ x op Fa nl 171 ; 
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Ox Lena's gloomy heath, the voice of muſio 
died away. The unconſtant blaſt blew hard. 
The high oak ſhook its leaves around. Of Eve- 
rallin were my thoughts, when in all the light 
of beauty ſhe came. Her blue eyes rolling in 
tears. She ſtood on a cloud before my fight, 
and ſpoke with feeble voice! * Riſe, Offian, 
riſe and fave my ſon; ſave Oſcar prince of men. 
Near the red oak of Luba's fiream, he fights 
with Lochlin's ſons.” She ſunk into her cloud 
again. I covered me with fteel. My ſpear ſup- 
ported my fteps; my rattling armour rung.. I 
hummed, as I was wont in danger, the ſongs of 
heroes of old. Like diftant thunder Lochlin 
heard. They fled; my ſon purſued.” 

: ** I CALLED him like a diſtant ftream. Oſcar 
return over Lena. No further purſue the 
foe,” I ſaid, „though Oſſian is behind thee.” 
He came; and pleafant to my ear was Oſcars 
ſounding ſteel. Why didſt thou ſtop my 
hand, he ſaid, till death had covered all ? 
For dark and dreadful by the ſtream they met 


The poet returns to his ſubject. If one could fix the time 
of the year in which the action of the poem happened, from 
the ſcene deſcribed here, I ſhould be tempted to place it in 
autumn. The trees ſhed their leaves, and the winds are vari- 
\able, both which circumſtances agree with that ſeaſon of the 
year. | : 9 
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thy ſon and Fillan ! They watched the terrors 
of the night. Our ſwords have conquered ſome. 
But as the winds of night pour the ocean, over 
the white ſands of Mora, ſo dark advance the 
ſons of Lochlin, over Lena's ruſtling heath! 
The ghoſts of night ſhriek afar: I have ſeen 
the meteors of death. Let me awake the king 
of Morven, he that ſmiles in danger! He that 
is like the ſun of heaven, riſing in a ſtorm!“ 
FINGAL had ſtarted from a dream, and leaned 
on Trenmor's ſhield; the dark-brown ſhield of 
his fathers ; which they had lifted of old in war. 
The hero had ſeen, in his reft, the mournful 
form of Agandecca. She came from the way of 
the ocean, She ſlowly, lonely, moved over 
Lena. Her face was pale like the miſt of Cromla. 
Dark were the tears of her check. She: often 
raiſed her dim hand from her robe: her robe 
which was of the clouds of the deſart: ſheraiſed 
her dim hand over Fingal, and turned away her 
ſilent eyes! © Why weeps the. daughter of 
Starno ?” ſaid Fingal, with a figh; © why is 
thy face ſo pale, fair wanderer of the Elouds ?” 
She departed on the wind of Lena,. She left 
him in the midſt of the night. She mourned 
the ſons of her people, that were to fall by the 
hand of Fingal. | | 


THE 
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. Taz hero ſtarted from reſt; Still he beheld 
her in his ſoul. The ſound of Oſcar's ſteps ap- 
proached. The king ſaw the grey ſhield on his 
fide ; For the faint beam of the morning came 
over the waters of Ullin. What do the fots 
in their fear? ſaid the riſing king of Motven ; 
e or fly they through ocean's foam, or wait they 
the battle of ſteel? But why ſhould Fingal aſk? 
I hear their voice on the early wind! Fly over 

Lena's heath: O Oſcar, awake our friends!“ 
THE king ſtood by the ſtone of Lubar. Thrice 
he reared his terrible voice. The deer ſtarted 
from the fountains of Cromla. The rocks ſhook 
on all their hills. Like the noiſe of a hundred 
mountain- ſtreams, that Burſt, and roar, and 
foam ! like the clouds, that gather to a tempeſt 
on the blue face of the ſky ! ſo met the ſons of 
the deſart, round the terrible voice of Fingal. 
Pleaſant was the voice of the king of Morven to 
the warriors of his land. Often had he led them 
to battle; often returned with the ſpoils of the 
Cox to battle, ſaid the king, ye chil- 
dren of ecchoing Selma! Come to the death of 
thouſands. Comhal's fon will fee the fight. My 
ſword ſhall wave on the hill the defence of my 
people in war. But never may you need it, 
f Warriors: 


4 
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watriors: while the ſon of Mori fights, the 
chief of mighty men! He thall lead.my battle; 
that his fame may riſe in ſong | ye ghoſts qt 
heroes dead | qe ziders of the ſtorm of Cromlal | 
receive my falling people. with joy, and bear 
them to your hills. And may the blaſt of Lena 
carry them over my ſeas, that they may come to 
my ſilent dreams, and delight my foul in reſt! 
Fillan and Oſcar, of the dark-brown hair! fair 
Ry no, with the pointed ſteel! advance with va- 
leur to the fight. Behold the ſon! of Morni |! 
Let your ſwords be like his in ſtriſe: behold the 
deeds of his hands. Protect the friends of your 
father. Remember the chiefs of old. My chil- 
dren, I will ſee you yet, though here ye ſnould 
All in Erin. Soon ſhall our cold, pale ghoſts 
meet in a cloud on Cona's eddying uinds. 
Now like a dark and ſtormy cloud, de 
ond with the red lightning of heaven; fly ing 
weſtward from the morning's beam, the king of 
Selma removed. Terrible is the light of his ar- 
mour; two ſpears are in his hand. His grey 
hair falls on the wind. He often looks back on 
the war. Three bards attend the ſon of: fame, 
to bear his words to the chiefs. High on 
.Cromla's fide; he fat, waving the lightning of his 
ſword, and as he waved we moyed..” 
Vor. I. 3 Jox 
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Jov riſes in Oſcars face. His cheek is red. 
His eye ſheds tears. The ſword is a beam of 
fire in his hand. He came, and ſmiling, ſpoke 
to Oſſian. O ruler of the fight of feet! my 
father, hear thy ſon! Retire with Morven's 
mighty chief. Give me the fame of Oſſian. If 
here 1 fall: O chief, remember that breaſt of 
ſnow, the lonely ſun-beam of my love, the 
white-handed daughter of Toſcar! For, with 
red cheek from the rock, bending over the 
ſtream, her ſoft hair flies about her bofom, as 
the pours'the ſigh for Oſcar. Tell her I am on 
1 my hills, a lightly-bounding ſon of the wind 
tell her, that in a cloud, 1 may meet the lovely 
"maid of Toſcar.” Raiſe, Ofcar, rather raiſe my 
tomb. 1 will not yield the war to thee. The firſt 
and bloodieſt if the ſtrife, my arm ſhall teach 
thee how to fight. But, remember, my ſon, to 
place this ſword, this bow, the horn of my deer, 
within that dark and narrow houſe, whoſe mark 
is one grey ſtone | Oſcar, F have no love to leave 
to the care of my ſon. Evirallin is no more, the 
lovely daughter of Branno !- | . 
Such were our words, when Gaul's loud 
voice came growing on the wind. He waved 6n 
' high the ſword of his father. We ruſhed to 
death ana wounds. As . nn 
EA : hs over 
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over the deep, come ſwelling, roaring on; as 
rocks of ooze meet roaring wayes : ſo foes at- 
tacked and fought. Man met with man, and 
ſteel with ſteel. Shields ſound, and warriors fall. 
As a hundred hammers on the red ſon of the 
furnace, ſo roſe, ſo rung their ſwords! 
Gaul ruſhed on, like a whirlwind in Ard- 
ven. The deſtruction of heroes is on his ſword. 
Swaran was like the fire of the defart in the 
ecchoing heath of Gormal ! How can I give to 
the ſong the death of many ſpears? My ſword 
roſe high, and flamed in the ſtriſe of blood. 
Oſcar, terrible wert thou, my beſt, my greateſt 
ſon! I rejoiced in my ſecret ſoul, when his 
ſword flamed over the flain. They fled amain 
through Lena's heath. We purſued and flew. 
As ſtones that bound from rock to rock; as 
axes in ecchoing woods; as thunder rolls from 
hill to hill, in diſmal broken peals; ſo blow 
ſucceeded to blow, and death to death, from the 
hand of Oſcar and: mine. 12 
Bur Swaran cloſed round Morni' 8 fan. as the 
frength of the tide. of Iniſtore. The king half- 
roſe from his hill at the ſight. He. half-aſſumed 
the ſpear. ** Go, Ullin, go, my aged bard,” 
begun the king of Morven. , .*© Remind the 
mighty Gaul of, war. Remind- him of his fa- 


thers. Support the yielding fight with fong; | 


U WE | for 
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for ſong enlivens war.” Tall Ullin went, with 
ftep of age, and fpoke to the King of ſwords. 
Son w of the chief of generous ſteeds ! high- 
bounding king of ſpears: Strong arm in every 
perilous toil. Hard heart that never yields. 
Chief of the pointed arms of death. Cut down 
the foe; let no white ſail bound round dark 
Iniftore. Be thine arm like thunder. - Thine 
eyes like fire, thy heart of ſolid rock. Whirl 
round thy ſword as a meteor at night; lift thy 
thield like the flame of death. Son of the chief 
of generous fieeds, cut down the foe. Deſtroy!ꝰ 
The hero's heart beat high. But Swaran came 
with battle. He cleft the ſhield of Gaul in 
twain. - The. ſons of Selma fled. 

FinGAL at once aroſe in arms. Thrice he 
reared his dreadful voice. Cromla anſwered 
around. The ſons of the deſart Rood Rill. 

They bent their bluſhing faces to earth, aſhamed 

at the preſence of the king. He came, like a 

cloud of rain in the day of the ſun, when flow 

it rolls on the hill, and fields expect the ſhower. 

Silence attends its flow progreſs aloft ; but the 

tempeſt is ſoon to ariſe, Swaran beheld the ter- 


wy "x ACA; a 1 
— rr - Ce. a re EE GR 7 
— — — — 


* The cuſſom of encouraging men in battle with extempore 
thymes, has been carried down almoſt to our own times. Se- 
veral of theſe war ſongs are extant, but the molt of them are 
only a group of epithets, without either beauty or eber, 
uteri deſtitute of poetical merit. OT IO 
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rible king of Morren. He ſtopped in the midſt 
of his courſe. Dark he leaned on his ſpear, 
ralling his red eyes around. Silent and tall he 
ſeemed as an oak on the banks of Lubar, which 
had its branches blaſted of old by the lightning 
of heaven. It bends over the fiream : the grey 
moſs whiſtles in the wind: ſo flood the king, 
TFhen flowly he retired to the riſing heath af 
Lena. His thouſands pour around che hers. 
Parkneb gathers on the hilt” oO 
Five Ak, like a beam from heaven, asl in 
the midſt of his people. His herdes gather 
around him. He ſends forth the voice of his 
power. * Raiſe my ſtandards on high; ſpread 
them on Lena's wind, like the flames of an hun- 
dred hills! Let them found on the winds of 
Erin, and remind us of the fight. Je ſons of 
khe roaring ſtreams, that pour from a thouſand 
Hills, be gear the King of Moryen l attend to 
the words of his power! Gaul ſtrongeſt arm of 
death O Oſcar, of the future fights! Connal, 
Fog of the blue ſhields af Sora! Permid of the 
Frk-brown hair! Offian king of many ſongs, 
be near your father's arm!” We reared the ſun- 
2 of TE the ene af the anon, 


- ©) Fiogars 1 was egen 15 og name * * 
ram; probably on account of its bright colour, and its being 
Rucdded with gold. To begin a battle is expreſſed, in old 


Sompahtian, by liſting of delt n., | 
U3 Each 


„% -FINGWL, beer . 
Each hero exulted with joy, a8, waving, it flew 
on the wind. It was ſtudded with gold above, 
as the blue wide ſhell of the nightly ſky. Each 
hero had m ſtandard ws and each his gloomy 
men! 91 
1 nein faid' wk king of generous ſhells, 
« how. Lochlin divides on Lena They ſtand 
like broken clouds on a hill; or an half con- 
ſume@ grove of oaks; when we: ſee the ſky 
through its branches, and the meteor paſſing 
behind! Let every chief among the friends of 
Fingal take a dark troop of thoſe that frown ſo 
| high; Nor let a ſon of the ecchoing groves, 
9 on the waves of Iniftore! © 
| © Mixx,“ ſaid Gaul, be the ſeyen chiefs, 
that" came from Lano's lake.“ «Let Iniſtore's 
dark king,” ſald Oſcar, come to the · Word of 
Oman's fon. To mine the king of Iniſcon,” 
ſald Connal, heart of ſteel!“ * Or Mudan's 
3 chief or I,” faid brown-haired Dertnid, 6 ſhall 
ſleep on clay - cold earth. » % My Choice, 
though now ſo weak and dark, was Terman's 
| battling king ; ; I promiſed with my hand to win | 
the hero's dark-brown ſhield.” ** Bleſt and vic- 
toricus be my-chiefs,” ſaid Fingal of the mildeſt 
look. “ Swaran, king of roaring WAVES, thou 
| art the choice of Fingal ! of | 
Now, like an hundred different winds, that 
Four through many vales; divided, dark the 
5 . ſons 
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ſons of Selma advanced; Cromla ecchoed 
around! How can I relate the deaths. when 
we cloſed in the ſtrife of arms] O daugh- 
ter of Toſcar !. bloody were our hands! The. 
gloomy ranks of Lochlin fell, like the banks of 

the roaring Cona! Our arms were victorious on 
Lena: each chief fulfilled his promiſe! Beſide. 
the murmur of Branno thou didſt often ſit;. 0 
maid ! thy white boſom roſe frequent, like the, 
down of the ſwan when flow the. ſwims on the. 
lake, and ſidelong winds blow on her. ruffled, 
wing. Thou haſt ſeen the ſun retire, red and 
Now behind his cloud: night gathering round on 
the mountain, while the. unfrequent blaſt roared 
in the narrow vales, At length the rain beats 
bard ; thunder rolls in-peals. Lightning glances 
on the rocks! Spirits ride on beams of fire | The 
ſtrength of the mountain-ſtreams comes roaring 
down the hills. Such was the noiſe of battle, 
maid of the,arms of ſnow ! Why, daughter of 
Toſcar, why that tear? The maids of Lochlin 
have cauſe to weep | The people of their coun» 
try fell. Bloody were the blue ſwords of the 
race of my heroes! But J am. ſad, . forlorn, and 
blind: no more che companion of heroes. 
Give, lovely maid, to me thy tears. I have 
ſeen the tombs of all my friends 
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s r N d A Boos . 
Tr Was then; by Fingal's handy a lierò fell; to 


kis grief! Grey-haire® he rolled in the duſt. 


He lifted his faimt eyes to the king: Andꝭ is it 


by me thou haſt falleny” faid! the fom 6f Com- 


Bal; „thou friend of Agandecea ! l have feery 


thy tears for the maid of my love in the halls 


of the bloody Starno ! Thou haft been the foe 
bf the foes of my love, and haſt thou fallen by 
my hand? Raiſe, Ullin, raife the grave of 
Mathon; and give his name to Agandecca's 
ſong. Dear to my ſoul haſt thou been, oy 
darkly-dwelling maid-of Ardyen!” 

+Curavittn, from the cave of Cromla, 


heard the noiſe of the troubled war. He called; 


to Connal chief of ſwords z to Carrit of other 
times. The grey-haired heroes heard his voice. 


Fhey took their pointed ſpears. They came, 
and faw the tide of battle, like ocean's crowded 
waves: when the dark wind blows from the 
deep; and rolls the billows. through the ſandy 


vale ! Cuthullin kindled at the fight. Park» 


neſs gathered on his brow. His hand is on the 


ſword of his fathers: his red-rolling eyes on 
the foe. He thrice attempted to ruſh to battle, 


He thrice was ſtopt by Connal. Chief of the 


iſle of miſt,” he ſaid, ( Fingal ſabdues the foe. 
Seek not a part of the fame of the king ; * 


Turn, 
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„% THEN, Carril, go, replied the chief, 
ego, greet the king of Morven. When Loch- 
lin falls away like a ftream after rain: when the 


noiſe of the battle is paſt, Then be thy voice 
ſweet in his ear to praiſe the king of Selma | 
Give him the ſword of Caithbat. Cuthullin is 
not worthy to lift the arms of his fathers | Come, 
O ye ghoſts of the lonely Cromla !' ye ſouls of 
chiefs that are no more! be near the ſteps of 
Cuthullin; talk to him in the cave of his grief. 
Never more ſhall I be renowned, among the 
mighty in the land. I am a beam that has 
ſhone; a miſt that has fled away : when the blaſt 
of the morning came, and brightened-the ſhaggy 
ſide of the hill! Connal ! talk of arms no more: 
departed is my fame. My fighs; thall be on 
Cromla's wind ; till. my footſteps ceaſe to be 
ſeen. And thou, white-boſom'd Bragela, mourn. 
over the fall of my fame: vanquiſhed, Lwill ne- 
yer return to thee, thou ſun-beam of my ſoul!” - 
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ARGUMENT to Book v. 


cedella . fin remain on the hill. Fingal and 


Swaran meet; the combat is deſcribed. Swaran is over- 
come, bound and delivered over as a priſoner to the care of 


Oſſian and Gaul the ſon of Mami; Fingal, his younger ſons, 


and Ofcar, ftill purſue the enemy. The epiſode of Orla a 


chief of Lochlin, who was mortally wounded in the battle, 
is introduced. Fingel, tauched wich the death gf Orla, or - 
ders the purſnit to be diſcontinued; and calling his ſons ta- 
De he is informed that Ryno, the youngeſt of them, 
was ſlain. He laments his death, hears the ſtory of Lamdarg 
and Gelchoſſa, and returns towards the place where he had 
. Jeft Swaran. Cawil, whs had been ſent by Cuthullin to 
congratulate Fingal on his victory, comes in the mean time 
to Oſſian. The converſation of the two owe cloſes the 
aQion, of the fourth day. 
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888 reſounding fide, Connal {poke 

to the chief of the noble car. Why that 
gloom, fon of Semo? Our friends are che 
mighty in fight. Renowned art thou, O war- 
rior ! many were the deaths of thy fteel.-: Often 
has Bragela met, with blue-rolling eyes of joy: 
often has the net her hero, returning in the 
midſt of the valiant; when his ſword was red 
with ſlaughter ; when his foes were ſilent in the 
fields of the tomb. Pleafant to her ears , 
bards, when thy deeds aroſe in fong. 

Bur behold the king of Morven! He moves, 
below, like a pillar of fire. His ſtrength is like 
the ſtream of Lubar, or the wind of the ecchoing 

Cromla; when the branchy foreſts of night are 
torn 
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torn from all their rocks! Happy are thy people, 


O Fingal! thine arm ſhall finiſh their wars. 
Thou art the firſt in their dangers : the wiſeſt in 


the days of their peace. Thou ſpeakeſt and thy 


thouſands obey : armies tremble at the ſound of 


thy fteel. Happy are thy people, O Fingal, 
king of reſounding Selma! Who is that ſo dark 


and terrible coming in the thunder of his courſe? 
who but Starno's ſon. to meet the king of Mor- 
ven? Behold the battle of the chiefs it is the 
ſtorm of the ocean, when two ſpirits meet 


far diſtant, and contend for the rolling of 
waves. The hunter hears the noiſe on his. hill. 
He ſees, hs, r billows advancing to Ardyen's 
red 4 kat 

r e one: tho — of r penn the 


ins met, in fight. There was the clang of 
arms: there every blow, like the hundred ham- 
mers of the furnace Terrible is the battle of 
„the kings a dxeadful tlie look of their eyes. Their 
dark-broyn ſhields are cleſt in twain. Their 


ſteel flies, broken, from their helms. They 


ling their weapons down. Each ruſhes, to his 
+hero's graſp: Their finewy, arms bend round 
each other: they turn from ſide to ſide, and 
ſtrain and ſtretch their large ſpreading limbs 
below. But when the pride of their ſtrength 


aroſe, they ook the hill with their, heels. 
Rocks 
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Rocks tumble from their places on high; the 
green-headed buſhes are overturned. | At length 
the ſtrength of Swaran fell: the king of the 
groves is bound. Thus have I ſeen on Cona; 
but Cona I behold no more ! thus have I ſeen 
two dark hills, removed from their place, by 
the ſtrength of the burſting ſtream. They turn 
from fide to fide in their fall; their tall oaks 
meet one another on high. Then they tumble 
together with all their rocks and trees. The 
ſtreams are turned by their fide. The red ruin 
is ſeen afar. 
« Sons of diftant Morven,” "Laid Fingal 
* guard the king of Lochlin. He is firong as his 
thouſand wayes. His hand is taught to war. 
His race is of the times of old. Gaul, thou firſt 
of my heroes; Oſſian king of ſongs, attend. He 
is the friend of Agandecca; raiſe to joy his grief. 
But, Oſcar, Fillan, and Ryno, ye children of 
the race] purſue Lochlin over Lena; that no 
veſſel may hereafter bound, on the neee 
waves of Iniſtore | 

Tazy flew ſudden acroſs} the Win He 
ſlowly moved, like a cloud of thunder, when 
the ſultry plain of ſummer is filent and dark! 
His ſword is before him as a ſun-beam; terrible 
as the ſtreaming meteor of night. He came 
toward a chief of Lochlin. He ſpoke. to the 
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24 F 1 M 0 4 1. Bork, 
lon of the ware. Who is that ſo dark and 


ſad, at the rock of the roaring fiream? He can- 


not bound over its courſe: How ſtately is the 
chief! His boſſy ſhield is on his ſide; his ſpear, 
like the tree of the deſart! Youth af the dark- 
red hair, art thou of the foes of Fingal?” 
AM a ſon of Lochlin,” he eries, “ ſtrong 
is my arm in war. My ſpouſe is weeping at 
home. Orla ſhall never returp ?” -** -Qr fights 
or yields the hero,” ſaid [Fingal of the noble 
deeds? foes do not conquer in my ;preſence : 
my friends are renowned in the hall. Son af 


the wave, follow me, partake the feaſt of my 


ſhells: purſue the deer of my deſart: be thou 
the friend of Fingal.“ No:“ ſaid the hero, 
] aſſiſt the feeble, My ſtrength is with the 
weak in arms. My ſword has been always un- 
matched, O warrior ; let the king of Morven 
yield!“ I never yielded, Orla, Fingal never 
yielded to man. Draw thy word and chuſe thy 
foe. Many are my heroes!!! WES 

« Doxs then the king refuſe the fight, ſaid 
Orla of the dark-brawn ſhield ? << Fingal is a 
match for Orla: and he alone of all his race? 
But, king of Morven, if I ſhall fall; as one 


time the warrior muſt die ; raiſe my tomb in the 


midſt: let it be the greateſt on Lena. Send, 
over ih dark-blue wave, the ſword of Orla to 
7 he 
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the ſpouſe of his love; that ſhe may ſhew it to 
her ſon, with tears, to kindle his ſoul to war.” 
“ Son of the mournful tale,” ſaid Fingal, 
„ why doſt thou awaken my tears ? One day 
the warriors muſt die, and the children ſee their 
uſeleſs arms in the hall. But, Orla, thy tomb 
ſhall riſe, Thy nn ſpouſe ſhall * 
over thy ſwor 

Tu zv fought on the a of Lena. F ceble 
was the arm of Orla. The ſword of Fingal de- 
ſcended, and cleft his ſhield in twain. It fell 
and glittered on the ground, as the moon on the 
ruffled ſtream. King of Morven,” ſaid the 
hero, lift thy ſword and pierce my breaſt. 
Wounded and faint from battle, my friends have 
left me here, The mournful tale ſhall come to 
my love, on the banks of the fireamy Lota ; - 
when the is alone in the wood; a ITT 
blaſt in the leaves Pr | 

% No;” ſaid the king of Mor ven, 2 Ewill 
never wound thee, Orla. On the banks of Lota 
let her ſee thee, eſcaped from the hands of war. 
Let thy grey-haired' father, who, perhaps, is 
blind with age. Let him hear the ſound of thy 
voice, and brighten within his hall. With j joy 
let the hero riſe, and ſearch for his ſon with his 
hands |” « But never will he find him, Fingal;" 
ſaid the youth” of the fireamy Lota. On 

Vor. I. 1 Lena's 
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Lena's heath I muſt die: foreign bards ſhall talk 
of me. My broad belt covers my wound of 
death. I give it to the wind!“ 

TRE dark blood poured from his fide, he fell 
pale on the heath of Lena. Fingal bent over 
him as he dies, and called his younger chiefs. 
« Oſcar and Fillan, my ſons, raiſe high the 
memory ef Orla, Here let the dark-haited hero 
reſt, far from the ſpouſe of his love, Here let 
him reſt in his narrow houſe far from the ſound 
of Lota. The feeble will find his bow at home 
but will not be able to bend it. His faithful 
dogs howl on his hills; his boars, which he uſed 
to purſue, rejoice. - Fallen is the arm of battle ! 
the mighty among the valiant is low?” ** Exalt 
the voice, and blow the horn, ye ſons of the 
king of Morven' Let us go back to Swaran, to 
ſend the night away on ſong. Fifllan, Ofcar, 
and Ryno, fly over the heath of Lena. Where, 
Ryno, art thou, young ſon of fame? Thou 
art not wont to be the Hft 1 to anſwer e on fa- 
ther's voice! ?“ 

% Ryo,” faid Ullin firſt of bands, A 4s with 
the awful forms of his fathers. With Trathal 
king of ſhields; with Trenmor of mighty deeds. 
The youth is low, the youth is pale, he lies on 
Lena's heath!“ „Fell the ſwifteft in tlie race, 
faid the king, 5 the 828 to bend the bow? 

Thou 
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Thou ſcarce haſt been known to me? why did 
young Ryno fall? But fleep thou ſoftly on Lena; 
Fingal ſhall ſoon behold thee, Soon fhall my 
voice be heard no niore, and my footfteps ceaſe 
to be feen. The bards will tell of Fingal's 
name. The ftones will talk of me. But, 


Ryno, thou art low indeed! thou haſt not re- 


ceived thy fame. Ullin, firike the harp for Ryno; 
tell what the chief would have been. Farewel, 
thou firſt in every field! No more ſhall I direct 
thy dart! Thou that haſt been ſo fair! I behold 
thee not. Farewel.” The tear is on the check 
of the king, for terrible was his ſon in war; 
His ſon! that was like a beam of fire by night 
on a hill; when the foreſts fink down in its 
courſe, and the traveller trembles at the ſound! 
But the winds drive it beyond the fieep. It finks 
from fight, and darkneſs prevails. 

+ Wu osx fame is in that dark-green tomb,“ 
begun the king of generous ſhells? © four tones 
with their heads of moſs Rand there They 
mark the narrow houſe of death. Near it let 
Ryno teſt, A neighbour to the brave let him 
lie. Some chief of fame is here, to fly, with my 
ſon, on clouds. O Ullin, raiſe the ſangs of old: 
Awake their memory in their tomb. H in the 

feld, they never fled, my ſon ſhall reſt by their 
| | X 2 fide, 


308 D el 
ſide. He ſhall reſt, far-diſtant from Morven, 
on Lena's reſounding plains !” 

% HERE,“ ſaid the bard of ſong, here reſt 
the firſt of heroes. Silent is Lamderg * in this 
place: dumb is Ullin, king of ſwords: And 
who, ſoft ſmiling from her cloud, ſhews me 
her face of love? Why, daughter, why ſo pale 
art thou, firſt of the maids of Cromla ? Doft 
thou ſleep with the foes in battle, white-boſomed 
daughter of Tuathal? Thou haſt been the love 
of thouſands, but Lamderg was thy love. He 
came to Tura's moſſy towers, and, ſtriking his 
dark buckler, ſpoke :” * Where is Gelchoſſa, 
my love, the daughter of the noble Tuathal? I 

left her in the hall of Tura, when I fought with 
great Ulfada. Return ſoon, O Lamderg, ſhe 
ſaid, for here I fit in grief. Her white breaſt 
roſe with ſighs. Her cheek was wet with tears. 
But I ſee her not coming to meet me; to ſooth 
my ſoul after war. Silent is the hall of my joy 
T hear not the voice of the bard. Bran + does 

„ Lamh-dhearg fignifies bloody Band. Gelchoſla, white 
legged. Tuathal, /urly. EY long beard, Ferchios, the 


Conqueror of men, 

+ Bran is a common name of grey-hounds to this day. It 
is a cuſtom in the north of Scotland, 'to give the names of 
the heroes mentioned in this poem, to their dogs; a proof 
that they are familiar to the. ear, and their fame 3 
known. 


not 
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not ſhake his chains at the gate, glad at the 
coming of Lamderg. Where is Gelchoſfa, my 
loye, the mild. A of the generous Tua- 
thal?“ | 

„ LAMDERG !” ſays Ferchios ſon of Aidon, 
% Gelchoſſa moves ſtately on Cromla. She and 
the maids of the bow purſue the flying deer!“ 
„ Ferchios!“ replied the chief of Cromla, no 
noiſe meets the ear of Lamderg ! No ſound is in 
the woods of Lena. Na deer fly in my ſight. 
No: panting dog purſues. I ſee not Gelchoſſa 
my love, fair as the full moon ſetting on the 
hills. Go, Ferchios, go to Allad r the grey- 
haired ſon of the rock. His dwelling is in the 
Circle of ſtones. He may know of the Nn Gel- 
choſſal ?! 

* THE ſon of Allen went. He ſpoke to the 
ear of age. Allad ! dweller of rocks: thou that 
trembleſt alone! what ſaw thine eyes of age?“ 
«© I ſaw,” anſwered: Allad the old, . Ullin the 
ſon. of Cairbar. He came, in darknefs, from 
Cromla, He Ee a _ ſong, like a blaſt 


1 Alla is a druid: het is called the ſon of the rock, from 
his" dwelling i in a cave; and the circle of ſtones here men- 
tioned. is the pale of the druidical temple. He is here 
conſulted as one wha had a ſupernatural knowlege of things; 
from the druids, 'no doubt, came the ridiculous notion of the 
ſecond fight, which prevailed ia the highlands and iſles. 
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in a leafleſs wood; He entered the hall of Tura. 


„ Lamderg,” he faid, © moft dreadful of men, 
fight or yield to Ullin.” © Lamderg,” replied 
Gelchoſſa, the ſon of battle, is not here. He 
fights Ulfada mighty chief. He is not here, thou 


_ firſt of men! But Lamderg never yields, He 


will fight the ſon of Cairbar!““ Lovely art 
thou, ſaid terrible Ullin, daughter of the ge- 
nerous Tuathal. I carry thee to Cairbar's halls. 
Fhe valiant fhall have Gelchofla. Three days | 
1 remain on Cromla, to wait that ſon of battle, 
Lamderg. On the fourth Gelchoſſa is mine; if 
the mighty Lamderg flies.” 

« ALLAD !” faid the chief of Cromla, pie 
to thy dreams in the cave. Ferchios, found the 
horn of Lamderg, that Ullin may hear in his 
balls. Lamderg, like a roaring ſtorm, aſ- 


cended the hill from Tura. He hummed a 


furly ſong as he went, like the noiſe of a falling 
fiream, He darkly flood upon the hill, like 2 
cloud varying its form to the wind. He rolted 
a ſtone, the ſign of war. Ullin heard in Cair- 
bar' s hall. The hero heard, with j Joy, his foe, 

He tock his father's ſpear. A ſmile brightens 


his dark-brown check, as he places his ſword by | 


his fide. The dagger glittered i in his hand, th. 
Michels as he mae 


Gx 
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GELcnossa ſaw the filent chief, as a wreath 
of miſt aſcending the hill. She ſtruck her white 
and heaving breaſt; and ſilent, tearful, feared 
for Lamderg. CainnaR, hoary chief of 
ſhells,” ſaid the maid of the tender hand. I 
muſt bend the bow on Cromla. I ſee the dark- 
brown hinds!” She haſted up the hill. In 
vain! the gloomy heroes fought. Why ſhould 
J tell to Selma's king, how wrathful heroes 
fight? Fierce Ullin fell, Young Lamderg came, 
all pale to the daughter of generous Tuathal! 
„ What blood, my love, ſhe trembling ſaid? 
what blood runs down my warrior's fide ?” “ It 
is Ullin's blood, the; chief replied, thou fairer 
than the ſnow | Gelchoſſa, let me. reſt here a 
little while, The mighty Lamderg died!“ And 
ſleepeſt thay fo ſoon on earth, O chief af ſhady 
Tura? three days ſhe mourned beſide her love. 
The hunters found her cold. They raiſed this 
tomb above the three. Thy ee 
Morven, may reſt here with heroes!“ 

AnD here my ſon ſhall reſt, ſaid Fingal, 

The voice of their: fame is in mine ears. Fillan 
and Fergus! bring hither Orla; the pale youth 
of the ſtream of Lota! Not unequalled fnalb Ryno 
lie in earth, when Orla is By his fide. Weep, 

ye daughters of Moryen! ye maids. of the 
freamy Lota weep! Like a tree they grew on 
X 4 tha 
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the hills. They have fallen like the oak of the 
deſart; when it lies acroſs a ſtream, and withers 
in the wind. Oſcar! chief of every youth! thou 
ſeeſt how they have fallen. Be thou like them, 
on earth renowned. Like them the ſong of 
bards. Terrible were their forms in battle ; but 
calm-was Ryno in the days of peace. He was 
like the bow of the thower ſeen far diftant on 
the ſtream; when the ſun is ſetting on Mora; 
when ſilence dwells on the hill of deer. Reſt, 
youngeſt of my ſons! reſt, O Ryno, on Lena. 
We too ſhall be no more. Warriors e one e day 
muſt fall!“ 
Sucn was thy griel, thou king of ſwords, 
when Ryno lay on earth. What muſt the grief 
of Oſſian be, for thou thyſelf art gone | I hear 
not thy diſtant voice on Cona. My eyes per- 
ceive thee not. Often forlorn and dark I ſit at 
thy tomb; and feel it with my hands. When I 
think I hear thy voice, it is but the paſſing blaſt. 
Fingal has long ſince fallen aſleep, ' 1 wn of 
the war! Le 
TEN Gaul and Offian fat with 8 on 
the ſoft green banks of Lubar. I touched the 
harp to pleaſe the king. But gloomy was his 
brow. He rolled his red eyes towards Lena. 
The hero mourned his hoſt. I raiſed mine eyes 
ta Cromla' 8 brow. 2 ſaw the ſon of getierous 
=_ Semo. 
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Semo. Sad and flow he retired, from his hill, 
towards the lonely cave of Tura. He ſaw Fin- 
gal victorious, and mixed his joy with grief. 
The ſun is bright on his armour. Connal flowly 
ſtrode behind. They ſunk behind the hill, like 
two pillars of the fire of night: when winds 
purſue them over the mountain, and the flaming 
heath reſounds ! Befide a ſtream of roaring foam 
his cave is in a rock. One tree bends above it. 
The ruthing winds eccho againſt its fides. Here 
reſts the chief of Erin, the ſon of generous 
Semo. His thoughts are on the battles he loſt; 
The tear is on his cheek. He mourned” the 
departure of his fame, that fled like the miſt of 
Cona. O Bragela, thou art too far remote, to 
cheer the ſoul of the hero. But let him ſee thy 
bright form in his mind: that his thoughts may 
return to the lonely ſun- beam of his love! 
Wo comes with the locks of age? It is the 
ſon of ſongs. Hail, Carril of other times! 
Thy voice is like the harp in the halls of Tura. 
Thy words are pleaſant as the ſhower, which 
falls on the ſunny field. Carril of the times of 
old, why comeſt thou from the ſon of the gene- 
rous Semo?” _- 
* Oss IAN, king of ſwords,” replied the bard, . 
thou beſt can raiſe the ſong. Long haſt thou 
been known to Carril, thou ruler of war! Often 
have 
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have I touched the harp to lovely Evirallin. 
Thou too haſt often joined my voice, in Branno's 
hall of generous ſhells. And often, amidft our 
voices, was heard the mildeft Evirallin. One 
day ſhe ſung of Cormac's fall, the youth, who 
died for her love. I ſaw the tears on her cheek, 
and on thine, thou chief of men | Her ſoul was 
touched for the unhappy, though ſhe loved him 
not. How fair among a thouſand maids, was 
the daughter of generous Branno !” 

„ BRING not, Carril,” I replied, ** being 
not her memory to my mind. My foul muft 
melt at the remembrance. My eyes muſt have 
their tears. Pale in the earth is ſhe, the ſoftly- 
bluſhing fair of my love! But fit thou on the 
ath, O bard, and let us hear thy voice. It ĩs 


hea 
pleaſant as the gale of ſpring, that fighs on the 
hunter's ear; when he awakens from dreams of 
joy, and has heard the muſic of the N of 
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ARGUMENT to Book VI. 


Night comes on. Fingal gives a feaſt to his army, at which 
Swaran is preſent. The king commands Ullin his bard to 
give the eng of peace; a cuſtom always obſerved at the end 
of a war. Ullin relates the actions of Trenmor, great 
grandfather to Fingal, in Scandinavia, and his marriage 
with Inibaca, the daughter of a king of Lochlin who was 
anceſtor to Swaran ; which conſideration, together with his 
being brother to Agandecca, with whom Fingal was in love 
In his youth, induced the king to- releaſe him, and permit 
him to return, with the remains of his army, into Lochlin, 
upon his promiſe of never returning to Ireland, in a hoſtile 
manner. The night is ſpent in ſettling Swaran's departure, 
in ſongs of bards, and in a converfation in which the ſtory 
of Grumal is introduced by Fingal. © Morning comes. 
Swaran departs; Fingal goes on a hunting party, and find- 
ing Cuthullin in the cave of Tura, comforts him, and ſets 
ſail, the next day, for Scotland; which concludes the 
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| HE clouds of night come rolling down. 
7 Darkneſs reſts on the ſteeps of .Cromla. 
The ftars of the north ariſe oyer the rolling of 
Erin's waves : they ſhew their heads of fire, 
through the flying miſt of heaven. A diſtant 
wind roars in the wood. Silent and dark is the 
plain of death ! Still on the duſky Lena aroſe in 
my ears the voice of Cartil. He ſung of the 
friends of our youth; the days of former years ! 
when we met on the banks of Lego: when 
we ſent round the joy of the ſhell. ' Cromla, 
anſwered to his voice. The ghoſts of thoſe he 
ſang came in their ruftling winds. They were 
ſeen to bend with joy, towards the ſound of their 
praiſe !- gl | 


Bz 
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BE thy ſoul bleſt, O Carril, in the midſt of 
thy eddying winds. O that thou wouldſt come 
to my hall, when I am alone by night! And 
thou doſt come, my friend. I hear often thy 
light hand on my harp ; when it hangs, on the 
diſtant wall, and the feeble ſound touches my 
ear. Why doſt thou not ſpeak to me in my 
grief, and tell when I ſhall behold my friends? 
But thou paſſeſt away in thy murmuring blaſt , 
the wind whiſtles thro' the grey hair of Offian ! 

Now, on the fide of Mora, the heroes ga- 
thered to the feaſt. A thouſand aged oaks ate 
burning to the wind. The firength “ of the 
ſhells goes round. The ſouls of warriors brighten 
with joy. But the king of Lochlin is filent: 
Sorrow reddens in the eyes of his pride. He 
often turned'toward Lena. He-remembered that 
he fell. Fingal leaned on the ſhield of his ſa- 
thers. His grey locks ſlowly waved on the wind, 
and glittered to the beam of night. He ſaw the 
(OI and poke to the firſt of bards. 


8 The. ancient Celta wowed: 1 and they wes: no kran 
gets to mead Several ancient poems mention wan · lights and 
wine as common in the halls of Fingal. The Caledonians in their 
| Gequent incurfions.to the province. might become acquainted 
with thoſe eonveniencies of life, and introduce them into 
their own country, * the No N they carried from 
South Britain. 


. „Raise, 
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« Raisx, Ullin, raiſe the ſong of peace. 0 
ſooth my ſoul from war. Let mine ear forget, 


in the ſound, the diſmal noiſe of arms. Let a 


hundred harps be near to gladden the king of 
Lochlin. He muſt depart from us with joy. None 
ever went ſad from Fingal. Oſcar ! the lightning 
of my ſword is againſt the ſtrong in fight. Peaceful 
it lies by my ſide when warriors yield in war.“ 


« TRENMOR , ſaid the mouth of ſongs, 


« lived in the days of other years. He bounded 
over the waves of the north : companion of the 
ftorm ! The high rocks of the land of Lochlin 
its groves of murmuring ſounds appeared to the 
hero through miſt : he bound his white-boſomed 


fails. Trenmor purſued the boar, that roared 


through the woods of Gormal. Many had fled 
from its preſence: but it rolled in death on the 
ſpear of Trenmor. Three chiefs; who beheld 


the deed, told of the mighty ſtranger. The 7 | 


told that he ſtood, like a pillar of fire, in the 
bright arms of his valour. The king ef Loch- 
lin prepared the feaſt. He called the blooming 
Trenmor. Three days he feaſted at Gormal's 
windy towers ; and received his choice in the 
combat.” "THe land of Lochlin had no hero, that 


THT! 62 00; > het 7 
8 Thos: was a great onda Fingal. The nk is 
introduged i to facilitate the diſmiſſion of Swaran, * 
. yielded 
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yielded not to Trenmor. The ſhell of joy went 
round with ſongs, in praiſe of the king of Mor- 
ven. He that came over the waves, the firſt of 
mighty men !” 

Now when the fourth gray morn aroſe, - the 
hero launched his ſhip. He walked along the 
filent ſhore, and called for the ruſhing wind: 
For loud and diſtant he heard the blaſt mur- 
muring behind the groves. Covered over with 
arms of ſteel, a ſon of the woody Gormal ap- 
peared. Red was his cheek and fair his hair. 
His ſkin like the ſnow of Morven. Mild rolled 
his blue and ſmiling eye, when he ſpoke to the 
king of ſwords. „ 

* STAY, Trenmor, ftay thou firſt of men, 
thou haſt not conquered Lonval's fon. My 
ſword has often met the brave. The wiſe ſhun 
the ſtrength of my bow.” Thou fair-haired 
youth,” Trenmor replied, © I will not fight 
with Lonval's ſon. Thine arm is feeble, ſun- 
beam of youth. Retire toGormal's dark-brown 

hinds.” - But I will retire,” replied the youth, 
with the ſword of Trenmor ; and exult in the 
ſound of my fame. The virgins ſhall gather 
with ſmiles, around him who conquered mighty 
Trenmor. They ſhall figh with the fighs of 
love, and admire the length of thy ſpear; when 
| I ſhall 
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T ſhall carry it among thouſands; when. ] lift the 
glittering point to the ſun.” 
*© THOU ſhalt never carry my ſpear,” ld the 


angry king of Morven. Thy mother ſhall find 
thee pale on the ſhore; and, looking over the dark- 


blue deep, ſee the fails of him that flew het 
ſon!” „ will not lift the ſpear,” replied the 
youth, my arm is not ſtrong with years. But, 


with the feathered dart, I have learned to pierce - 
a diſtant foe. Throw down that heavy mail of 
ſteel. -Trewmor.; is covered from death. 1 firſt, 


will lay my mail on earth. Throw now thy 


dart, thou king of Morven !” He ſaw the heav- 
ing of her breaſt. It was the fiſter of the king. 


She had ſcen him in the hall; and loved his face 
of youth. The ſpear dropt from the hand of 
Trenmor : he bent his red cheek to the ground. 
| She was to him a beam of light that meets the 


ſons of the cave; when they reviſit the fields of 


the ſun, and bend their aching eyes R 
„ Cnlxr of the windy Morven,” begun the 
maid of the arms of ſnow. Let me reſt in 


thy bounding ſhip, far from the love of Corlo. 


For he, like the thunder of the defart, is ter- 


rible to Inibaca. He loves me in the gloom of 


pride. He ſhakes ten thouſand ſpears !” r Reſt 


thou® in peace, ald the mighty. Trenmor, 
„ Reft behind the ſhield of my fathers. I will 


not fly from the chief, though he ſhakes ten 
Yor, I. Y thouſand 


{ 
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thouſand ſpears!” Three days he waited on the 
ſhore. He ſent his horn abroad. He called 
Corlo to battle, from all his ecchoing hills. But 


Corlo came not to battle. The king of Lochlin 


deſcends from his hall. He feaſted on the roar- 
ing ſhore. He gave the maid to Trenmor ! 

% King of Lochlin,” ſaid Fingal, « thy 
blood flows in the veins of thy foe. Our fathers 
met in battle, becauſe they loved the firife of 
ſpears. But often did they feaſt in the hall: and 
ſend round the joy of the ſhell. Let thy face 
brighten with gladneſs, and thine ear delight in 
the harp. Dreadful as the ftorm of thine ocean, 


thou haſt poured thy valour forth; thy voice has 


been like the voice of thouſands when they en- 
gage in war. Raiſe, to-morrow, raiſe thy white 
ſails to the wind, thou brother of Agandecca ! 
Bright as the beam of noon, ſhe comes on my 


mournful ſoul. I have ſeen thy tears for the fair 


one. I ſpared thee in the halls of Starno ; when 
my ſword was red with ſlaughter ; when my eye 
was full of tears for the maid. Or doſt thou 
chuſe the fight? The combat which thy fathers 
gave to Trenmor is thine ! that thou mayeſt de- 


part renowned, like the ſun ſetting in the weſt!” 


« KING of the race of Morven,” ſaid the 
chief of reſounding Lochlin! - never will Swaran 


fight with thee, firſt of a thouſand heroes! I 


have ſeen thee in the halls of Starno : few were 


thy 


F 
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thy years beyond my own. When ſhall I, I 
ſaid to my ſoul, lift the ſpear like the noble Fin- 
gal? We have fought heretofore, O warrior, 
on the fide of the thaggy Malmor; after my 
waves had carried me to thy halls, and the feaſt 
of a thouſand ſhells was ſpread. Let the bards 
ſend his name who overcame to future years, for 
noble was the ſtrife of Malmor! But many of 
the ſhips of Lochlin have loſt their youths on 
Lena. Take theſe, thou king of Morven, and 
be the friend of Swaran ! When thy ſons. ſhall 
come to Gormal, the feaſt of ſhells ſhall be 
ſpread, and the combat offered on the vale.” 
„Non ſhip,” replied the king, . ſhall Fin- 
gal take, nor land of many hills. The deſart is 
enough to me, with all its deer and woods. Riſe on 
thy waves again, thou noble friend of Agandecca. 
Spread thy white fails to the beam of the . 
ing; return to the ecchoing hills of Gormal.” 
«« Bleſt be thy ſoul, thou king of ſhells,” ſaid 
Swaran of the dark-brown ſhield. * In peace 
thou art the gale of ſpring. In war the moun- 
tain-ſtorm. Take now my hand in friendſhip, 
king of ecchoing Selma ! Let thy bards mourn. 
thoſe who fell. Let Erin give the ſons of Loch- 
lin to earth. Raiſe high the moſſy ſtones of their 
fame: that the children of the north hereafter 
may behold the place, where their fathers fought. 
The hunter may ſay, when he leans on a moſſy 
> tomb, 
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tomb, here Fingal and Swaran fought, the he- 


Toes of other years. Thus hereafter ſhall he ſay, 
and our fame ſhall laſt for ever!“ 


*© SWARAN, ſaid the king of hills, * to-day 
our fame is greateſt. We ſhall paſs away like a 


dream. No ſound will remain in our fields of war. 


Our tombs will be loſt in the heath. The hunter 


ſhall not know the place of our reſt. Our names 


may be heard in ſong. What avails it, when our 
ſtrength hath ceaſed? O Offian, Carril, and 


Ullin, you know of heroes that are no more. 


Give us the ſong of other years. Let the night 
paſs ny on the ſound, and morning return 
with | joy.“ 

WIE gave the ſong to the * An hundred 
harps mixed their ſound with our voice. The 
face of Swaran brightened, like the full moon of 
heaven; when the clouds yaniſh away, and leave 
her calm and broad, in the midſt of the ſky! . 

«© WHERE, Carril,” ſaid the great Fingal, 


* Carril of other times! Where is the ſon of 


Semo ? the king of the iſle of miſt? has he re- 


tired, like the meteor of death, to the dreary 


cave of Tura?“ ' Cuthullin,” ſaid Carril of 
other times, lies in the dreary cave of Tura. 


His hand is on the ſword of his ſtrength. His 
thoughts on the battles he loſt. Mournful is the 


king of ſpears; till now unconquered in war. 
* ſends his ſword to reſt on the fide of Fingal : 
75 27 For, 
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For, like the ſtorm of the deſart, thou haſt ſcat- 
tered all his foes. Take, O Fingal, the ſword 
of the hero. His fame is departed like miſt, 
when it flies, before the anc wind, along 
the brightening vale. 

No:“ replied the king, Fingal ſhall ne- 
ver take his ſword. His arm is mighty in war : 
his fame ſhall never fail. Many have. been 
overcome in battle; whoſe renown aroſe from 
their fall, O Swaran, king of reſounding woods, 
give all thy grief away. The vanquiſhed, if 
brave, are renowned. They are like the ſun in 
a cloud, when he hides his face in the ſouth, but 
looks again on the hills of graſs ! 

* GRUMAL was a Chief of Cona. He ſought 
the battle on every coaft, His foul rejoiced in 
blood. His ear in the din of arms. He poured 
his warriors on Craca; Craca's king met him 
from his grove: for then, within the circle of 
Brumo , he ſpoke to the ſtone of power. Fierce 
was the battle of the heroes, for the maid of the 
breaſt of ſnow. The fame of the daughter of 
Craca had reached Grumal at the ſtreams of 


8 Cona: he vowed to have the white · boſomed 


maid, or die on ecchoing Craca. Three days 
they ſtroye together, and Grumal on the fourth 


» This paſſage alludes to the religion of the king of Chica. 
* „ $442 {4 ys 18 f * 
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was bound. Far from his friends they placed 
him, in the horrid circle of Brumo ; where 
often, they ſaid, the ghoſts of the dead howled 
round the ſtone of their fear. But he afterwards 
ſhone, like a pillar of the light of heaven. T hey 
fell by his mighty hand. Grumal had all his 
fame!“ | 
„ RAISͤE, ye bards of other We conti- 
nued the great Fingal, ** raiſe high the praiſe of 
heroes: that my foul may ſettle on their fame; 
that the mind of Swaran may ceaſe to be ſad.“ 
They lay in the heath of Mora. The dark 
winds ruſtled over the chiefs. A hundred yoices, 
at once, aroſe : a hundred harps were ſtrung. 
They ſung of other times ; the mighty chiefs of 
former years! When now ſhall I hear the bard? 
When rejoice at the fame of my fathers ? The 
harp is not ſtrung on Morven. The voice of 
| muſic aſcends not on Cona. Dead, with the 
mighty, is the bard. l lh is in the defart na 
more. 
 MorninG reinbles with the beam of the 
eaſt; it glimmers on Comla's ſide. Over Lena 
is heard the horn of Swaran. The ſons of the 
ocean gather around. Silent and ſad they rife 
oh the wave. The blaft of Erin is behind their 
fails. White, as the miſt of Morven, they float 
along the fla. A. Call,” faid Fingal, * call my 
8 OY dogs, 
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.. dogs, the long-bounding ſons of the chace. Call 
white-breaſted Bran and the ſurly firength of 
Luath ! Fillan, and Ryno; but he is not here! 
My fon reſts on the bed of death. Fillan and 
Fergus! blow the horn, that the joy of the 
chace may arife : that the deer of Cromla may 
hear and ftart at the lake of roes.” 2 
THE ſhrill found ſpreads along the wood. The 
ſons of heathy Cromla ariſe. A thouſand dogs 
fly off at once, grey-bounding through the 
heath. A deer fell by every dog; three by the 
white-breafted Bran. He brought them, in 
their flight, to Fingal, that the joy of the king 
might be great! One deer fell at the tomb of 
Ryno. The grief of Fingal returned. He ſaw x 
how peaceful lay the tone of him, who was the 
firſt at the chace! * No more ſhalt thou riſe, 
O my ſon, to partake of the feaft of Cromla. | 
Soon will thy tomb be hid, and the graſs grow 
rank on thy grave. The ſons of the feeble ſhall 
paſs along. They ſhall not know where the 
mighty lie. | 
«©. Oss1an and Fillan, ane of. my Arength, 
Gaul, chief of the blue ſteel of war! let us 
aſcend the hill to the cave of Tura. Let us find | 
the chief of the battles of Erin, Are theſe the | 
walls of Tura? grey and lonely they riſe on the 
heath. The chief of ſhells ; is fad, A and the halls 
| En 4 rel . Are 
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are ſilent and lonely. Come, let us find Cu- 


[ 


thullin, and give him all our joy. But is that 
Cuthullin, O Fillan, or a pillar of ſmoke on the 
heath? The wind of Cromla is on my _ I 
diſtinguiſh not my friend.“ | 

« FincGaL!” replied the youth, © it is the 
ſon of Semo ! Gloomy and fad is the hero! his 
hand is on his ſword. Hail to the ſon of battle, 
breaker of the ſhields?” . Hail to thee,” re- 


| plied Cuthullin,“ hail to all the ſons of Mor- 
ven! Delightful is thy preſence, O Fingal, it 
is the ſun on Cromla ; when the hunter mourns 


his abſence for a ſeaſon, and ſees him between 
the clouds. Thy ſons are like ftars that attend 
thy courſe. They give light in the night. It is 
not thus thou haſt ſeen me, O Fingal, returning 
from the wars af thy land: when the kings of 
the world“ had fled, and joy returned to the 


Hill of hinds!“ Many are thy words, Cuthul- 


lin,“ ſaid Connan + of ſmall renown. Thy 


words are many, ſon of Semo, but where are 
thy deeds in arms? Why did we come, over 


, This i is "=> „ paſſage in FO poem, wherein the wars of 
Fingal againſt the Romans are alluded to: the Roman empe- 


ror is diſtioginſhed 1 in old compoſition by the title of king gf 1h 
world, 

+ Conzan was of the family of Morni. He is mentioned i in 
ſeveral other poems, and always appears with the ſame charac- 
ter, The poet paſſed him over in filence till now, and his be 
bariour here deſerves no W uſage. ; 


ocean, 


Booz VI. An EPIC POEM 329 


ocean, to aid thy feeble ſword? Thou flyeſt to 
thy cave of grief, and Connan fights thy battles. 
Reſign to me theſe arms of light. Yield them, 
thou chief of Erin!“ No hero,” replied the 
chief, *©* ever ſought the arms of Cuthullin ; and 
had a thouſand: heroes ſought them, it were in 
yain, thou gloomy youth! I fled not to the cave 
of grief, till Erin failed at her — 4 
* Youth of the feeble arm, faid Fingal, 

“ Connan ceaſe thy words! Cuthullin is re- 
nowned in battle ; terrible over the world. Often 
have 1 heard thy fame, thou ſtormy chief of 

Inis-fail. Spread now thy white ſails for the iſle 
of miſt. See Bragela leaning on her rock. Her 
tender eye is in tears; the winds lift her long 
hair from her heaving breaſt. She liſtens to the 
breeze of night, to hear the voice of thy 
rowers “; to hear the ſong of the ſea ! the 1 f 
of thy diſtant harp! | 
e l nen in e ee 
ſhall never return! How can I behold Bra- 
gela, to raiſe the ſigh of her breaſt ? Fingal, I 
was always victorious, in battles of other ſpears !” 
„And hereafter . thou ſhalt. be victorious, 
ſaid Fingal of generous ſhells. The fame” | 


The practice of ſinging when they row is univerſal among 
75. inhabitants of the northweſt coaſt of Scotland and the iſles. | 


deceives time, and inſpirits the rowers, 
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of Cuthullin ſhall grow, like the branchy 
tree of Cromla. Many battles await thee, O 
chief! Many ſhall be the wounds of thy hand ! 
Bring hither, Oſcar, the deer! Prepare the feaſt 
of ſhells. Let our ſouls rejoice after danger, 
and our friends delight in our preſence !” 

Ws fat. We feaſted. We ſung. The ſoul 
of Cuthullin roſe. The ſtrength of his arm re- 
turned. Gladneſs brightened along his face. 
Ullin gave the ſong ; Carril raiſed the voice. 
J joined the bards, and ſung of battles of the 
ſpear. Battles! where I often ſought. Now 
I fight no more | The fame of my former deeds 
is ceaſed. I fit forlorn at the tombs of wy 
friends 

Tnus the night paſſed away in ag We 
brought back the morning with joy. Fingal 
aroſe on the heath, and ſhook his glittering 
ſpear. He moved firſt toward the Plains of 
Lena. We followed in all our arms. 

„ SPREAD the fail, ſaid the king, “ ſeize 
the winds as they pour from Lena.” We roſe 
on the wave with ſongs. We ruſhed, with joy, 
through the foam of the deep. 


44 


ARGUMENT. 


Lathmon, a Britiſh - prince, taking advantage of FingaPs 
* abſence on an expedition in Ireland, made a deſcent on 
Morven, and advanced within fight of Selma, the royal 

reſidence. Fingal arrived in the mean time, and Lathmon 
retreated to a hill, where his army was ſurprized by night, 
and himſelf taken priſoner by Oſſian and Gaul the ſon of 

' Morni, The poem opens, with the firſt appearance of 
Fingal on the coaſt of Morven, and ends, it may be 
ſuppoſed, about noon the next day. | 


j S 
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EL MA, thy halls are filent. There is no 
ſound in the woods of Morven. The wave 
tumbles alone on the coaſt. The filent beam of 
the ſun is on the field. The daughters of Mor- 
ven come forth, like the bow of the ſhower; 
they look towards green Erin for the white fails 
of the king. He had promiſed to return, but 
the winds of the north aroſe! mn 
Wno pours from the eaſtern hill, like a ſtream 
of darkneſs ? It is the hoſt of Lathmon. He has 
heard of the abſence of Fingal. He' truſts in 
the wind of the north. His ſoul brightens with 
joy. Why doſt thou come, O Lathmon? The 


mighty are not in Selma. Why comeſt thou 


with thy forward ſpear? Will the daughters of 
Morven fight? But ſtop, O mighty fiream, in 
thy courſe! Does not Lathmon behold theſe 
ſails? Why doſt thou vaniſh, Lathmon, like the 


miſt of the lake? But the ſqually ſtorm is behind 


thee; Fingal purſues thy ſteps 
TRE 
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THE king of Morven had ſtarted from ſleep, 
as we rolled on the dark-blue wave. He ſtretched 


his hand to his ſpear, his heroes roſe around. 


We knew that he had ſeen his fathers, for they 
often deſcended to his dreams, when the ſword 
of the foe roſe over the land; and the battle 
darkened before us. Whither haſt thou fled, 
O wind?” ſaid the king of Morven. Doſt 


thou ruſtle in the chambers of the ſouth, pur- 
ſueſt thou the ſhower in other lands.? Why doſt 
thou not come to my ſails? to the blue face of 


my ſeas? The foe is in the land of Morven, and 
the king is abſent far. But let each bind on his 
mail, and each aſſume his ſhield. Stretch every 
ſpear over the wave; let every ſword be un- 
ſheathed. Lathmon“ is before us with his hoſt : 
he that fled+ from Fingal on the plains of Lona. 


But he returns, like a collected ſtream, and his 


roar. is between our hills. 

Suck were the words of Fingal. We nt 
into Carmona's bay. Oſſian aſcended the hill: 
He thrice ſtruck his boſſy ſhield. The rock of 


© Tt is ſaid by tradition, that it was the intelligence of 


Lathmon's invaſion, that occaſioned Fingal's return from Ire- 
land; though Offian, more poetically, aſeribes the cauſe of 


Fingal's knowlege to his dream. . 
F He alludes to a batile wherein Fingal bad defeated Lathe 
mon. 


[4 


Morven 
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Morven replied; the bounding roes came forth. 
The foe was troubled in my preſence: he col- 
lected his darkened hoſt. I ftood, like a cloud 
on the hill, rejoicing in the arms of my- youth. 
Moxn1 * fat beneath a tree, at the roaring 
waters of Strumon : his locks of age are grey: 
he leans forward on his ſtaff; young Gaul is near 


the hero, hearing the battles of his father. Often 
did he riſe, in the fire of his ſoul, at the mighty 


deeds of Morni. The aged heard the ſound of 


Offian's ſhield : he knew the fign of war. He 


ſtarted at once from his place. His grey hair 
parted on his back. He nr * deeds of 
other years. r 
My ſon, he ſaid to — Gaul, 6-1 
hear the ſound of war. The king of — is 
returned, his fignals are ſpread on the wind. 
Go to the halls of Strumon; bring his arms to 
Morni. Bring the ſhield of my father's latter 
years, for my arm begins to fail. Take thon 
* armour, O Gaul; hos ruſh tothe firſt af 


nis | FAME O31 1:22 
* Morni was chief of a numerous adn in the days of Fin- 
gal, and his father Comhal. The laſt mentioned hero was 
killed in battle againſt Morni's tribe; but the valoar and 
conduct of Fingat reduced them, at laſt; to obedience, We 
find the two heroes perfectly reconciled i in this poem. 


+ $tra'-mone, fiream of ibe hill. [Her he proge name of ; 


a rivulet in the neighbourhood of Selens. 


thy 
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thy battles. Let thine arm reach to the renown 
of thy fathers. Be thy courſe in the field, like 
the eagles wing. Why ſhouldt thou fear 
death, my ſon ? the valiant fall with fame; their 
thields- turn the dark fiream of danger away; 
renown dwells on their aged hairs. Doſt thou 
not ſee, O Gaul, how the. ſteps. of my age are 
honoured? Morni moves forth, and the young 
meet him, with awe, and turn their eyes, with 
ſilent joy, on his courſe. But I never fled from 
danger, my ſon ! my ſword lightened through 
the darkneſs of war. The ; ſtranger melted 
before mo; the _— were blaſted in my 
preſence.. EAG nu us "I'S% 
Gaul broughtithe arms to ee * aged 
warrior! is covered with ſteel. He took the 
ſpear in his hand; which was ſtained with the 
blood of the valiant. He came towards Fingal; 
his ſon attended his ſteps. The ſon of Comhal 
-aroſe before him with joy, hen he came in his 
locks off age. Unit 243 246 1 FH, B. nne 9 97 Fit) 
Eni of rbaring Strumon ! faid the rifing: 
ſoul of Fingal4*do-Fbehold thee in arms, after 
thy ſtrength Has failed? Often has Morni ſhane 
in fight, like othe beam of the: aſcending ſun; 
when he diſperſes the ſtorms of the” hill, and 
brings pedcꝭ to the glittering fields. But Why 
didſt thou not reſt in thine age? Thy renown 
| is 
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is in the ſong. The people behold thee, and 
bleſs the departure of mighty Morni. Why 
didſt chou not reſt in thine age? The 110 will 
vaniſh before Fingal! 

Son of Combhal, replied the chief ws 
ſtrength of Morni's arm has failed. I attempt 
to draw the ſword of my youth, but it remains 
in its place. I throw the ſpear, but it falls ſhort 
of the mark. 1, feel the weight of my. ſhield. 
We decay like the graſs of the hill: our ſtrength 
returns no more. I have a ſon, O Fingal, his 
ſoul has delighted in Morni's deeds; but his 
ſword has not been lifted againſt a foe, neither 
has his fame begun. I come with him to war; 
to direct his arm in fight. His renown will be 
a light to my ſoul, in the dark hour of my de- 
parture. O that the name. of Morni were forgot 
among the people! that the heroes would en 
ſay, * Behold the father of Gaul!“ . 

KING of Strumon, Fingal replied, Gaul | hall 


lift the ſword in fight. But he ſhall lift it before 
Fingal; my arm ſhall defend his youth. But 


reft thou in the halls of Selma; and hear of our 


renown. Bid the harp to be ſtrung; and the voice 


of the bard to ariſe, that thoſe who fall may re- 
Joice in their fame; and the foul of Morni 
brighten with j joy. Oſſian thou haſt fought in 
Vor. I. Z battles: 
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battles: the blood of firangers is on thy ſpear: 


thy courſe be with Gaul, in the ftrife ; but de- 
part not from the fide of Fingal ! left the foe 
ſhould find you alone, and your fame fail in my 


i preſence. 


I saw * Gaul in his arms; my foul was mixed 
with his. The fire of the battle was in his eyes! 
he looked to the foe with joy. We ſpoke the 
words of friendſhip in ſecret, the lightning of 
our {ſwords poured together; for we drew them 
behind the wood, and tried the ſtrength of our 
arms on the empty air. nn 

Ni6HT came down on Morven. Fingal ſat 
at the beam of the oak. - Morni fat by his fide 
with all. his-grey waving locks. Their words 
were of other times, 'of the mighty deeds of their 
fathers. _ Three bards, at times, touched the 
harp : Ullin was near with his ſong. He ſung 
of the mighty-Comhal ; but darkneſs gathered f 

0 Offian ſpeaks, The contraſt between the old and young 
heroes is ſtrongly marked. The rircumſtance of the latter's 
drawing their ſwords i is well imagined, and agrees with the 


| impatience of poong 6 ſoldiers, juſt entered upon ackion. 


+ Ullin had chofen ill the {ubje&rof bis ſong. The dart 
weſe which gathered on Morni's brow, did not proceed from any 
diſlike he had to Comhal's name, though they were foes, but 
from his fear that the ſong would awaken Fingal to a remem- 
brance of the feuds which had ſubſiſted of old between the 


families. Fingal's ſpeech on this occaſion abounds with ge- 
berate and good ſenſe. 
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on Morni's brow. He rolled his red eye on 
Ullin: at once ceaſed the ſong of the bard. Fingal | 
obſerved the aged hero, and he mildly ſpoke. 
«Chief of Strumon, why that darkneſs ? Let 
the days of other years be forgot. Our fathers 
contended in war ; but we meet together, at the 
feaſt, Our ſwords are turned on the foe of our 
land: he melts before us on the field. Let the 
days of our fathers be forgot, hero of moſſy 
CE? 2 

„% KING of Morven,” reps the chief, 1 
remember thy father with joy. He was terrible 
in battle; the rage of the chief was deadly. 
My eyes were full of tears, ' when the king 
of heroes fell. The valiant fall, O Fingal !” the 

| feeble remain on the hills! How many heroes 
have paſſed away; in the days of Morni! Vet 
1 did not ſhun the battle; neither did 1 fly from 
the ſtrife of the valiant. Now let the friends of 
Fingal reſt; for the night is around; that they 
may riſe, with ſtrength, to battle againſt car- 
dorne Lathmen. I hear the {bind of His höſt, 
like thunder moving on the hills. - Ofian ! and 
fair-haired'Gaut ! ye are young and ſwift in the 
race. Obſerve the foes of Fingal from that 
woody hill. But approach them not, your 
fatherb are not near to ſhield y Let not 
2 2 your 
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your fame fall at once. 5 he Wee of your 
may fail! ? Y 1 
W heard the 38 of phe chief ich j joy. 
We moved in the clang of our arms. Our ſteps 
are on the -wqody hill. Heaven burns with all 
its ſtars. The, meteors of death fly over the 
field. The diſtant noiſe of the foe reached our 
ears. It was then Gaul ſpoke, in his valour: 
his hand half-unſheathed the ſword. To 
.  * Sox of Fingal,” he ſaid, why burns the 
ſoul of Gaul? My heart beats high. My ſteps 
are diſordered; my hand trembles on my ſword. 
When I look towards the foe, my ſoul lightens 
before me. I ſee their fleeping hoſt. Tremble 
thus the ſouls/ af the valiant in battles of the 
ſpear ? How would: the ſoul of Morni xiſe if 
we ſhould ruſ on the foe !. Our. renown would 
grow in ſong : Our ſteps wand be _—_ in the 
eyes of the brave.” 
„ Son of Morni, J ian 45 8 foul 
n in war. I delight to ſhine in battle 
alone, to give my: name to the bards. But what 
if the foe ſhould prevail; can I beheld he eyes 
of the king? They are terrible in his diſpleaſure, 
and, like the flames of death. But I vill not 
behold them in his wrath ] Offian ſhall prevail or 
Gil. But fin}, che fame ok, the vanquiſhed riſa ? 
They 


AM  OR'ME I 
They paſs like a ſhade away. But the fame of 
Oſſian ſhall riſe! His deeds ſhall be like his 
fathers; Let us ruſh in our arms; ſon of Morni, © 
let us ruſh to fight. Gaul! if thou ſhouldſt 
return, go to Selma's lofty Hall. Tell to 
Evirallin that J fell with fame; carry this 
ſword to Branno's daughter. Let her give it 
to Oſcar, m_ the nas of * —_ man 
ariſe,” | 
„ So of F 10 Gaul _ with a ach; 
i ſhall I return aſter Offian is low ? What would 
my father ſay, what Fingal the King of men? 
The © feeble would turn their eyes and fay, 
gehold Gaul who left his friend lin his blood!” 
Ve ſhall not behold me, ye feeble,” but in the 
[midſt of my renown.” Oſfian ! have heatd 
fram my father the mighty deeds of heroes; 
their mighty dees when alone; 3 for the n 
Increaſes i in danger.” vad i to. 
„Sen of Mörni, 1 replied An — 
him on the heath, © our fathers ſfiall praiſe our 
valeur, when the yr mourn out FAR. A beam ef 
gbadneſs ſhall riſe on their fon, when theiy dyes 
are full of tears. HTHey will ſay, „ Our ſors 
have not fallen unknown: they ſpread death 
around them“ Bit oy honor er 
narrow houfg f. The Ford defend the brave. 
1 2.8 But 
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But death purſues the flight of the feeble ; * 
renown is never heard.“ 

Wr ruſhed forward through night; we came 
to the roar of a ſtream, which bent its blue 
courſe round the foe, through trees that 
ecchoed to its found. We came to the bank of 
the ſtream, and ſaw the ſleeping hoſt. Their 
fires were decayed on the plain; the lonely ſteps 
of their ſcouts were diſtant far. I firetched my 
ſpear before me to ſupport my ſteps over the 
ſtream. But Gaul took my hand, and ff poke 
the words of the brave. Shall the ſon of F ingal 
ruth on the ſleeping foe ? Shall he come like a 
Blaſt by night, when it overturns the young 
trees in ſecret? Fingal did not thus receive his 
fame, nor dwells renown on the grey } hairs of 
Morni, for aQions like theſe. - Strike, Oſſian, 
ſtrike the thield, and let their thouſands riſe, 
Let them meet Gaul in his firſt battle, that = 
may try the ſtrength of his arm.“ | 

Mx ſoul rejoiced over the warrior: my 
burſting tears came down. * ** And the foe ſhall 


meet thee, Gaul!“ I faid : “ the fame of Morni's 


ſon ſhall ariſe. But ruſh not too far, my hero ; 


let the gleam of thy ſteel be near to Oſſian. Let 


our hands join in flaughter. Gaul | 'doft thou 
not beheld that rock ? Its grey fide dimly 
; gleams 


A OEM 343 


gleams to the ſtars. Should the foe prevail, 
let our back be towards the rock. Then ſhall 
they fear to approach our ſpears; for death is 
in our hands !” gots 
I srRUCK thrice my ecchoing ſhield. The 
| ſtarting foe aroſe, We ruſhed on in the ſound 
of our arms. Their crouded ſteps fly over the 
heath. They thought that the mighty Fingal 
was come. The ſtrength of their arms withered 
away. The found of their flight was like that 
of flame, when it ruſhes thro' the blaſted groves. 
It was then the ſpear of Gaul flew in its ſtrength; 
it was then his ſword aroſe, Cremor fell; and 
mighty Leth. Dunthormo ſtruggled in his 
blood. The ſteel ruſhed through Crotho's fide, 
as bent, he roſe on his ſpear ; the black ſtream 
poured from the wound, and hiſſed on the half. 
extinguiſhed qak. Cathmin ſaw the ſteps of 
the hero behind him, he aſcended a blaſted tree; 
but the ſpear pierced him from behind. Shriek- 
ing, panting, he fell. Moſs and withered 
branches purſue his fall, and r the blue arms 
of Gaul. | K os 
Soc were thy deeds, a of bn in the 
firſt of thy battles. Nor ſlept the ſword by thy 
fide, chou laſt of Fingal's race! Offian ruſhed 
forward i in his ſtrength; the people fell before 
| L4 hun ; 
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him; as the graſs by the ſtaff of che hoy, when 
he whiſtles along the feld, and the grey beard 
of the thiſtle falls. But careleſs the youth moves 
on; his ſteps are towards the deſart. Gray 
morning roſe around us, the winding ſtreams are 
bright along the heath. The foe gathered on a 
hill; and the rage of Lathmon roſe. He bent 
the red eye of his wrath: he is filent in his riſing 
grief. He often ſtruck his boſſy ſhield; and his 
ſteps are unequal on the heath. I ſaw the. diſ- 
tant darkneſs of the hero, and I poke to Moral $ 
ſon. 

_ Car-BoRNE chief of Stxumon, 20 os 
| behold the fge ? They gather on the hill in their 
wrath. _Letpur ſteps be towards the king 4. He 

ſhall riſe, in his ſtrength, and the hoſt of Lath- 
| mon vaniſh. Our fame is around us, warrior, 
the eyes of che aged + will rejoice. But let us 
fly, ſon of Morni, Lathmon deſcends the hill. 
. Then let our ſteps be flow, replied the fair- 
haired Gaul ; % leſt the foe: tay, with a ſmile, 
* Behold the warriors of night. They are, like 
ghoſts, terrible in darkneſs; they melt away be- 
fore the beam of the af.” N Oſſian, a the 
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Mield of Gormar who fell beneath thy ſpear: | 

The aged heroes will oxygen beholding the deeds 
of their ſons.” 

Such were our words on the plain, when Sul⸗ 
math * came to car-borne Lathmon : -Sulmath 
chief of Dutha at the dark-rolling ſtream of 
Duvranna +. * Why doft thou not ruſh, ſon of 
Nuäth, with a thouſand of thy heroes? Why 
doſt thou not deſcend with thy hoft, before the 
warriors fly? Their blue arms are beaming to 
the rifing light, and their * are before us ” 
the heath !” 

« Sow of the ceeble hand,” faid Lachmon, 
** ſhall my hoſt deſcend! They are but two, 
ſon of Dutha; ſhall a thouſand lift their feel! 
Nuith would niourn, in his hall; for the depar- 
ture of his fame. His eyes would turn from 
Lathmon, when the tread of his fert approached; 
Go thou to the heroes, chief of Dutlia. 1 
behold the fiately. "eps" of Offiane "His fime 
is . * 0 Keel! let us contend” in 
nn irre od blond 


1 ni slIdirro: .2rt50g 
8 . Soil hach, . of gred oye fights 3 
vis Dabh-bhranna, dark mountain-/iream. © 2 NP ot⸗ 
land, which falls into the ſea at Banff, ſtill retains the 
name of Duvran. If that is meant in this Paſage, Lath- 
mon muſt have been a prince of the Pictiſh nation, or thoſe 
Caledonians who inhabited of old the eaſtern coaſt of Scots. 

land. 


THE 
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Tu noble Sulmath came. I rejoiced in the 
words of the king. I raiſed the ſhield on my 
arm; Gaul placed in my hand the ſword of 
Morni. We returned to the murmuring ſtream; 
Lathmon came down in his ſtrength. His dark 
hoſt rolled, like clouds, behind him: but the 
ſon of Nuath was bright in his ſteel! | 

Sox of Fingal,” faid the hero, thy fame 
bas grown on our fall. How many lie there of 
my people by thy hand, thou king of men! 
Lift now thy ſpear againſt Lathmon ; lay the 
ſon of Nuäth low! Lay him low among his 
_ warriors, or thou thyſelf muſt fall! It ſhall ne- 
rer be told in my halls that my people fell in my 
prefence ; that they fell in the preſence of Lath- 
mon when his ſword reſted by his fide : the blue 
eyes of Cutha would roll in tears; her ſteps be 
lonely in the vales of Dunlathmon ! | 

* Nz1THER' ſhall it be told,” I replied, * that 
the ſon of Fingal fled. Were his ſteps covered 
with darkneſs, yet would not Offian fly! his 
ſoul would meet him and ſay, * Does the 
bard of Selma fear the foe ?? ** No: he does 
not fear the foe. His joy is in the midiſt e 
battle!“ 

LArnuo came on wh his ſpear. He 
pierced the ſhield of Oſſian. I felt the cold ſteel 
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by my fide, I drew the ſword of Morni. I cut 
the ſpear in twain. The bright point fell glit- 
tering on earth. The ſon of Nuith burnt in his 
wrath. - He lifted high his ſounding ſhield. - His 
dark eyes rolled above it, as bending forward, it 
ſhone like a gate of braſs! But Offian's ſpear 
pierced the brightneſs of its boſſes, and ſunk in 
a tree that roſe behind. The ſhield hung on the 
quivering lance ! but Lathmon ſtill advanced! 
Gaul foreſaw the fall of the chief. He ftretched 
his buckler before my {word ; when it deſcended, 
in a ſtream of _ over the _ of Dunlath- 
mon 1 

LATHMON beheld the ſon. of Morni. The 
tear ſtarted from his eye. He threw the ſword 
of his fathers on earth, and ſpoke the words of 
the brave. Why ſhould Lathmon fight againft 
the firſt of men? Your ſouls are beams from hea- 
ven; your ſwords the flames of death ! Who 
can equal the renown of the heroes, whoſe deeds 
are ſo great in youth? O that ye were in the 
halls of 'Nuith, in the green dwelling of Lath · 
mon ! then would my father ſay, that his ſon did 
not yield ta the weak! But who comes, a 
mighty ſtream, along the ecchoing heath? the 
little hills are troubled before him; a thouſand 
ghoſts are on the beams of his ſtecl; the ghoſts 
8 | of 
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of thoſe who are to fall *, by the arm of the kin ing 
of reſounding Morven. Happy art thou, O 
Fingal, thy ſons ſhall fight thy wars. They 
go forth before thee; they return with wn _ 
of their renown !”' 

FIN GAL came, in his mildnefs, rejoicing'in | 
ſecret over-the deeds of his ſon. Morni's face 
brightened with gladneſs ; his aged eyes look 
faintly through tears of joy. We came to the 
halls of Selma. We ſat around the feaſt of ſhells. 
The maids of ſong came into our preſence, and 
the mildly bluſhing Evirallin ! Her hair ſpreads 
on her neck of ſnow, her eye rolls in ſecret on 
Oſſian. She touched the harp of muſic; we 
bleſſed the daughter of Branno ? 

Fix Al roſe in his place, and ſpcke to Lath- 
mon king of fpears. The ſword of Trenmor 
ſhook by his ſide, as high he raiſed his mighty 
arm. Son of Nuith,” he ſaid, why doſt 
thou ſearch for fame in Morven? We are not 
of the race of the feeble; our ſwords gleam not 
over the weak. When did we rouſe thee, O Lath- 
mon, with the ſound of war? Fingal does not 
delight in battle, though his arm is ftrong ! My 


It was thought, in Oſſian's time, that each perſon had his 
attending ſpirit. ' The traditions concerning this opinion are 
dark and unſatisfaRory, 


renown | 
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renown grows on the fall of the haughty. The 
light of my ſteel pours on the proud in arms. 


The battle comes; and the tombs of the valiant 
riſe; the tombs of my people riſe, O my fathers! 


I at lat muſt remain alone | But I will remain 
renowned; the departure of my ſoul ſhall be a 
ſtream of light. Lathmon ! retire to thy place! 
Turn thy battles to other lands! The race of 
Morven are renowned ; their foes are the ſons of 
che unhappy !” 923: ate 
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n indy not bei improper hk, to give the ſtory which 3 is che 
foundation of this poem, as it is handed down by tradition. 
Uſnoth lord of Etha, which is probably that part of Argyle- 
ſhire which is near Loch Eta, an arm of the ſea in Lorn, had 
three ſons, Nathos, Althos, and Ardan by Sliſſima, the 

daughter of Semo and ſiſter to the celebrated Cuthullin. 
The three brothers, when very young, were ſent over to Ire- 
land, by their father, to learn the uſe of arms, under their 
uncle, Cuthullin, who made a great figure in that king- 
dom. They were juſt landed in Ulſter when the news of 

- Cuthullin's death arrived. Nathos, though very young, 
took the command of Cuthullin's army, made head againſt 

. Cairbar the uſurper, and defeated him in ſeveral battles. 
Cairbar at laſt having found means to murder Cormac the 
lawful king, the army of Nathos ſhifted fides, and he him- 

3. telf was obliged to return into Ulſter, in order to paſs over 
. Into Scotland. 

Dar-thula, che daughter of Collla, with w Cairbar 

| . in love, refited, at that time, in Selama, Les in 
c: Ulſter; ſhe ſaw, fell in love, and: ſled with Nathos; but a 
ſtorm riſing at ſea, they were unfortunately driven back on 

** that part of the ebaſt of Ulſter, where Cairbar was encamped 

with his army. The three brothers, after having defended 
...themſeles, for. ſome time, with great bravery, were over- 

powered and ſlain, and the unfortunate Dar-thula killed 

Oberst opdn the body of her beloved Nathos. 

D The poem «opens, . on the night preceding the death 
of the. ſons, of Uſnoth, and brings in, by way of epiſode, 

hat * pailed before. It relates the death of Dar-thula dif- 

7 Ferently from the conimon tradition; this account is the moſt 

d>&Wable, as daicide-ſeems to have heen unknown in thoſe 

* 522 ; en no traces of 1 it are 1 the old poetry. 
23:03 Yoo _ = "OTF 
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YAUGHT ER of heaven, air art mou! the 

 filence of thy face is pleaſant!" Thou comeſt 
forth in lovelineſs. The ftars attend thy blue 
courſe in the eaſt. The clouds rejoice in thy 
preſence, O moon: They brighten their dark- 
| brown ſides. Who is like thee in heaven, light 
of the ſilent night? The ſtars are aſhamed in thy 
preſence. . They, turn away, their ſparkling eyes. 
Whither: doſt thou retire from thy"eourſe; when 
the darkneſs of th countenabce, grows? Haſt 
thou thy. dale. — in the 


954 kr nd A | 10 _— hy 
blue path in heaven. The ftars vill then Jitf 
their heads: they, Who wete aſhamed in thy 
pteſence, will rejoice. Thow art now clothed 

Vo. I, | | Aa n * 
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with thy brightneſs. Look from thy gates in 
the ſky. - Burſt the cloud, O wind, that the 
daughter of night may look forth! that the 
ſhaggy mountains may brighten, and the ocean 
roll its white waves, in light. 

Na rhos“ is on the deep, and Althos, that 
beam of youth. Ardan is near his brothers. 
They move in the gloom of their courſe. The 
fons of Uſnoth move in darkneſs, from the wrath 
of Cairbar of Erin. Who is that dim; by their 
fide ? the night has covered her beauty! Her 
hair fighs on ocean's wind. Her robe ftreams in 
duſky wreaths. She is, like the fair ſpirit of 
heaven, in the midſt of his ſhadowy miſt. Who 
is it but Dar-thula , the firſt of Erin's maids? 
She has fled from the love of Cairbar, with blue- 
mielded Nathos. But the winds deceive thee, 
O Dar-thula. They deny the woody Etha, to 
1 fails. 2 are not the mountains of Na- 


* * 
» Nathos fi gifs goutful, All chos exquiſite beau, Ardav, 
pride. 
-- + Cairbar, who | murdered Cormac king of Ireland, and 
uſurped the throne. , He was afterwards killed by Oſcar the 
ſon of Offian in a ſingle combat. The poet, upon other « occa· 
ſions, gives him the epither of red - haired. | 
I Dar-thilla, or Part- huile, a wvomen. with: fine eyes. She 
was the moſt famous beauty of antiquity. To this day, when 
a woman is ; praiſed for her beauty, the common parale 1 is, that 
fe is as lovely as . 2 


thos ; 
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thos; nor is that the roar of his climbing WAVES. 
The halls of Cairbar are near: the towers of the 
foe lift their heads | Erin firetches its green head 


into the ſea, Tura's bay receives the ſhip. Where 
have ye been, ye ſouthern winds! when the ſons 


of my love were decelved ? But ye have been 
ſporting on plains, purſuing the thiſtle's beards 
O that ye had been ruſtling, in the ſails of Na- 
thos, till the hills of Etha aroſe ! till they aroſe 
in their clouds, and ſaw their returning chief! 


Long haſt thou been abſent, Nathos |! 15 day 


of thy return is paſt ! ! | 
Bur the land of ſrangers ſaw an n 


thou waſt lovely in the eyes of Dar-thula. Thy - 


face was like the light of the morning. Thy 


hair like the raven's wing. Thy ſoul, was gene- 


rous and mild, like the hour of the ſetting ſun, 
Thy words were the gale of the rceds ; the glid» 
ing ſtream of Loral But when the rage of battle 
roſe, thou waſt a ſea in a ſtorm. The clang of 
thy arms was terrible: the hoſt vaniſhed at the 
ſound of thy courſe... It was then-Dar-thula be- 
held thee, from the top of her moſſy” tower: 
from the tower of Sedona. | Where her fathers 
dwelt, „ e ann u 30/447 + 2651 
„ n 0 Lest 
* The word fighifies either beautiful I. 8bold, or a place 
"with a pleaſant or wide proſpet, In cary times, they built 


Fi 8 0 . their 
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% LoyzLy-art thou, O ſtranger !” ſhe ſaid, 


« For her trembling ſoul aroſe. Fair art thou in 
: thy battles, friend of the fallen Cormac + | Why 


doſt thou ruſh on, in thy valour, youth of the rud- 
dy look? Few are thy hands, i in fight, againſt the 
dark-browed Cair-bar ! O that J might be freed 


from his love ꝙ l that I might rejoice in the pre- 


fence of Nathos l Bleft are the rocks of Etha ! they 
will behold: his ſteps at the chace ! they will ſee 
his white boſom, when the. winds lift his flowing 
hair l“ Such were thy words, Dar-thula, in Se- 
lama's moſſy towers. But, now, the night is 
around ther. The winds have deceived thy 
ſails. The winds have deceived. thy fails, Dar- 
thula! Their: bluſtering ſound is high. Ceaſe 
a little while, :Q.north . wind. Let.me hear the 
voice of the. loyely.. Thy yoice is lovely, Dar- 
e between the xuſtling 1 
* ARE theſe:the rocks,of Nathos?” py ſhe ſaid, 
« This the roar of his mountain-fireams ? Comes 


| Has hear: of light from, bre nightly, hall ? 


0h 
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ie houſes on eminences; to command” a view Ou ite 


cbautty, aud to plevent their being ſurprized : 'maby<of 


chem, on that acegunt, were ealled Selama, ' The famous 
Pelma of of Fingal is derived from the ſame root. 


1201 | EF 214-4 2 
wo; Cormac e young king of Treland, who was as privately 
murczered by Cairbär. Of e: 115. t 
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The miſt ſpreads around; the beam is feeble 
and diſtant far. But the light of 'Dar-thula's 
ſoul dwells in the chief of Etha! Son of the ge- 
nerous Uſnoth, why that broken ſigh? Are we 
in the land of firangers, _ of” em 
Etha!” - ac 
„ 'TyEsE are not the rocks of ene he 
replied, nor this the roar of his ſtreams. No 
light comes from Etha's halls, for they are dife 
tant far. We are in the land of ſtrangers, in the 
land of cruel Cairbar. The winds have deceived 
us, Dar-thula. Erin lifts here her hills. Go 
towards the north, Althos : be thy ſteps, Ardan, 
along the coaſt; that the foe ily net some i 
darkneſs, and our hopes of Etha fail.“ *I win 
go towards that moſſy tower, to ſee who dwells 
about the beam. Reſt, Dar- tkula, on the' ſhore! 
reſt in peace, thou loyely light! the ſword of 
Nathos is sroynd N wy the " bghtning of 
heaven! | 11. [7 2411 10 1807 3: | 
Hz went. She fat e ſhe hkard the roll. 
ing of the wave, The big tear is in her eye. She 
looks for returning Nathos. Her: foul. trembles 
at the blaſt. She turns her ear towards the treaq 
of his feet. The tread of his feet i is not heard. 
Where art thou, ſon of n my "lays. The roar, of 
. OY is around me. Dark ig the gloudy 
| 42 3 night. 
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night. But Nathos does not return. What de- 
tains thee, chief of Etha? Have the foes met the 
hero in the ftrife of the night?” _ r N 
"He returned, but his face was dark. He had 
feen his departed friend! It was the wall of Tura. 
The ghoſt of Cuthullin talked there alone: The 
fighing of his breaſt was frequent. The decayed 
flame of his eyes was terrible! His ſpear was a 
column of miſt, The ſtars looked dim through 
his form, His voice was like hollow wind in a 
cave: this eye a light ſeen afar. He told the tale 
of grief. The ſoul of Nathos was ſad, like the 
ſun in the day of miſt, when his face is E. 
and dim. 
„Wu art thou ſad, O Nathos yo aid. the 
tovely daughter of Colla. Thon art a pillar of 
light to Dar-thula. The joy of her eyes is in 
Etha's chief. Where is my friend, but Nathos? 
My father, my brother is fallen! Silence dwells 
on Selima. * Sadneſs ſpreads on the blue ſtreams 
of my land. My friends have fallen, with Cor- 
mac. The mighty were lain in the battles of 
Erin.” Hear, ſon of Henan men O ere 
my tale of grief.“ NT 

% EyENING "PRA on "Y n The 
plue ſtreams failed before mine eyes. The un- 
frequent blaſt came an in the tops of Se- 
l * lama's 
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lima's groves. My ſeat was beneath a tree, on 
the walls of my fathers. Truthil paſt before my 
ſoul : the brother of my love: He that was ab- 
ſent in battle, againſt the haughty Cairbar! 
Bending on his ſpear, the grey-haired Colla 
came. His downcaft face is dark, and ſorrow 
dwells in his ſoul. His ſword is an the fide of 
the hero: the helmet of his fathers, on his head. 
The battle grows in his breads. He ftrives to 
hide the tear.” 
v1 ff DaR-THULA, my Anti pn he aid, 
* thou art the laſt of Colla's race! Truthil is fal- 
len in battle. The chief of Selama is no more 
Cairbar comes, with his thouſands, towards 
Seläma's walls. Colla will meet his pride, and 
revenge his ſon. | But where ſhall I find thy 
ſafety, Dar-thula with the dark-brown hair 
thou art lovely as the ſun-beam/ of heaven, and 
thy friends are low | Is the ſon of battle fal- 
len, 1 ſaid, with a burſting figh ? Ceaſed the 
ee of Truthil to lighten through the 
field? My fafety, Colla, is in that bow. I 
have learned to pierce the deer. Is not Cairbar, 
like the hart of the deſart, fahnen of fallen 
Truthil? - | 
Tx face of age Fee with A 1 The 
crouded tears of his eyes poured down. The lips 
Aa4 of 
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of Colla trembled. His grey beard whiſtled in 
the blaſt. ** Thou art the ſiſter of Truthil;” he 
ſaid; thou burneſt in the fire of his ſoul.” 
Take, Dar-thula, take that ſpear, that brazen 
ſhield, that burniſhed helm: they are the 
ſpoils of a warrior, a ſon of early youth! 


When the light riſes on Selima, we go to meet 


the car· borne Cairbar. But keep thou near the 


arm of Colla, beneath the ſhadow of my ſhield. 


Thy father, Darthula, could once defend thee; 
but age is trembling on his hand. The firength 
of his arm has failed. 1588 ſoul is PANS: with 
grief,” ONS! gn, a 
Wr paſſed the gk in ſorrow; 7 The «light of 
morning roſe. - 1 ſhone in the arms of battle. 
The grey-haired; hero moved-before. The ſons 
of Selima convened, around the ſounding 
ſhield of Colla. But few were they in the plain, 
and their locks were grey. The youths had 
fallen with Truthil, i in the battle of car- borne 
Cormac. Friends of my youth * ſaid Colla, 
1 ; it was not thus you have ſeen me in arms. Py Sh 
was not thus: I ſtrode to battle, when. the great 
Confadan fell. But ye are laden with grief. 
The darkneſs of age comes like the miſt of che 
deen MF thicld is wein 2 Fea! 1 my 
+ ul gi od blow . ford. 
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ſword is fixed * in its place! I ſaid to my ſoul; -, 
thy evening ſhall be calm: Thy departure like a- 
fading light. But the ſtorm has returned. I. 
bend like an aged oak. My boughs are fallen 
on Selama. I tremble in my place; Where art 
thou, with thy fallen heroes, O my beloved: 
Truthil ! Thou anſwereſt not from thy ruſhing 
blaſt. The ſoul of thy father is ſad. But I wilt; 
be ſad no more, Cairbar or Colla muſt fall! I. 
feel the returning ſtrength of . arm. N 
heart leaps at the ſound of wa. 1 
Tu hero drew his ſword. Te ne 
blades of his people roſe. They moved along 
the plain. Their grey hair ſtreamed in the 
wind. Cairbar ſat at the feaſt; in the ſilent plain-- 
of Lona . He ſaw the coming of the heroes. 
nn his to war. WA 4 ſhould 1 
Cx L04q- 02 ont ons e o to um 


7 


* [ 11 NE 3 $i 
1 was che itn of ancient times, that = warrior at 


a certain age, or when be became unfit for the Held,” fixed bis- 
arms, in the great hall, where the tribe feaſted, upon joyful} 
gcgaſions. He was aftetwards never to appear in battle; 5 and 
this ſtage of life was | calfed t the time of * fixing the arms. 

'F Lona; 4 marſby plain.” Calrbar bad i ſt provided an” 
entertainment for his army, upon therdefeat of Truthil the fon - 
of. Colla, and the reſt of the party of Cormac, when Colla and - 
his aged wartiors arrived t to give him battle. 

{The poet, by an' artifice, avoids "the Ufiption of Rs” 


| battle of Lona, as it would be improper in the mouth of 2 
woman, 


7 
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tell to Nathos, how the fixife of battle grew? 
1 have ſeen thee, in the midſt of thouſands, like 
the beam of heaven's fire: it is beautiful, but 
terrible; the people fall in its dreadful courſe. 
The ſpear of Colla flew. He remembered the 
| battles of his youth. An arrow came with its 
found, It pierced the hero's ſide. He fell on 
his ecchoing thield. My ſoul ſtarted with fear. 
I firetched- my. buckler over him; but my 
heaving breaſt was ſeen! Cairbar came, with 
his ſpear. He beheld Selama's maid. Joy roſe 
on his dark-brown face. He ſtayed the lifted 
ſteel. He raiſed the tomb of Colla. He brought 
me weeping to Seläma. He ſpoke the words of 
love, but my foul was ſad. I ſaw the thields of 
my fathers; the ſword of car-borne 'Truthil. I 
ſaw the arms of the dead ; the tear was on my 
: cheek ! Then thou didſt come, O Nathos : and 
gloomy: Cairbar fled. He fled like the ghoſt of 
the deſart before the morning's beam. His hoſt 
was not ncar: and feeble was his arm againſt 
thy ſteel! Why art thou ſad, O Nathos! 1 
the lovely daughter of Colla? 


woman, and could have nothing new, after the numerous 
deſcriptions, of that kind, in the reſt of the poems, He, at the 
ſame time, gives an opportunity to Dar- thula to paſs a fine 
neee lover. | 8 | 


'x6 I HAVE 
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©] yavs met,” replied the hero, © the battle 
in my youth. My arm could not lift the ſpear, 
when danger firſt aroſe. My ſoul brightened 
in the preſence of war, as the green narrow vale, 
when the ſun pours his ſtreamy beams, before 
he hides his head in a ſtorm. The lonely. 
traveller feels a mournful joy. He ſees the dark- 
neſs, that flowly comes. My ſoul bright- 
ened in danger before I, ſaw Selama's fair; 
before I ſaw thee, like 'a ſtar, that ſhines on 
the hill; at night: the cloud advances, . and 
threatens the lovely light! We are in the land of 
foes. The winds have deceived us, Dar- thula! 
The ſtrength of our friends is not near, nor the 
mountains of Etha. Where ſhall I. find thy 
peace, daughter of mighty-Colla ! The brothers 
of Nathos are brave | and his own ſword has 
thone in fight. But what are the ſons of Uſnoth 
to the hoſt-of dark-browed Cairbar ! O that the 
winds had brought thy ſails, Oſcar king of 
men | Thou didſt promiſe to come to the battles 
af fallen Cormac! Then would my hand be 
ſtrong, as the flaming arm of death. Cairbar 


4 Oſcar, the ſon of Offian, had long reſolved an the expe- 
dition, into Ireland, againſt Cairbar, who had aſſaſſinated his 
friend Cathol, the ſon of Moran, an'lriſhman of noble ex- 
traction, and in the intereſt of the family of Cormac. 

would 
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would tremble: in lr halls, and peace auell 
round the lovely Dar- thula. But why doſt thou 
fall, my War he ſons of — _ wh 
vail! Pp ont 

«AND they will Beere o Nathos !” ſaid the 
riſing ſoul of the maid. Never ſhall Dar- 
thula behold the halls of gloomy Cairbar. Give 
me thoſe arms of braſs, that glitter to the 
paſſing meteor. I ſee them dimly in the dark- 
boſomed ſhip. Dar-thula will enter the battle 
of ſteel. Ghoſt of the noble Colla ! do I behold 
thee on that cloud? Who is that dim beſide 
thee? Is it the car-borne Truthil ? Shall I be- 
hold the halls of him that flew Seläma's chief? 
No: J will not WO ww 3 of ws 
ue e 

joy roſe in the face of Nachos, Eben he blard 


Ws white-boſomed* maid.” Daughter of Se- 


lama! thou ſfineſt along my ſoul. Come, with 
thy thouſands; Cairbar ! che ſtrength of Nathos 
is returned! Thou, O ; O aged Uſmoth, ſhalt not 
hear that thy ſbn has fled.” I remember thy 
words on Etha; when my fails. began to riſe ; 
when I. ſpread them towards Erin, towards the 
moſſy walls of Tura! Thou goeſt,“ he ſaid, 
% 0 Nathos, to the king of ſhields! Thou __ 


Ot e — ade men- Es never fied from 


* 


danger. Let not thine: arm be feeble ; neither 
be thy thoughts of flight; leſt the ſon. of Semo 
ſhould ſay, that Etha's race are weak. His 
words may come to Uſnoth, and ſadden hie foul 


in the hall. The tear was on my father's cheek. 
He gave this ſhining ſword !” 1 - 


] came to Tura's bay: but the halls of” Tura | 


were filent. I looked around, and there was 
none to tell of the ſon of generous Semo, I went 
to the hall of ſhells, where the arms of. his fa+ 
thers hung. But the arms were gone; and aged 
Lamhor “ fat-in tears. Whence are the arms of 
ſteel, ſaid the riſing Lamhor? The light of the 
ſpear has long been abſent from Tura's duſky 
walls. Come ye from the rolling ſea? ” from. 
Temora's + mournful halls ? Mot 


"TC? 


Ws come from; the ſea,” 1; ſaid, Sv 
| Uſnoth's riſing 1 towers. We are the ſons of 
Slis-sama , the daughter of cartborne Semo: 
Where is Tura's chief, ſon; of the filent;hall? 
But why ſhould: Nathos aſk ?. .for I behold thy 
tears. How did the mighty fall, an of the 


„ 604 no throw 


»Lamh. mhor, mighty 354. 


f Temora was the reſidence of Nt? of Le 


land, It is here-called;mournful,, on qecyunt, of che derb 


1 of Cormac, who was 8 e by. pr dN «r who, vſurped 


his throne. 


1 Slis-ſeamha, 2 bojoms'” She 8 2 


daughter of Semo the chief of the % of miſts 
"on lonely 


— 
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lonely Tura?“ He fell not,” Lamhor replied, _ 
« like the filent far of night, when it flies 
through darkneſs and is, no more. But he was 
like a meteor that ſhoots into a diſtant land. 
Death attends its dreary courſe: Itſelf is the 
ſign of wars. Mournful are the banks of Lego; 
and the roar of ſtreamy Lara | There the hero 
fell, ſon of the noble Uſnoth.” The hero fell 
in the midſt of ſlaughter,” I faid with a burſting - 
ſigh. | *. His hand was ftrong in war. Death 
Ay fat behind his ſword.” _ 

Wx came to Lego's ſounding banks. We 
found his rifing tomb. His friends in battle are 
there: his bards of many ſongs... Three days 
we mourned over the hero: on the fourth, I 
ſtruck the ſhield of Caithbat. The heroes ga- 
thered around with joy, and thook their beamy 
ſpears. Corlath was near with his- hoſt, the 
friend. of car-borge Cairbar. We came like a 
ſtream by night. His heroes fell before us. 
When the people of the valley roſe, they ſaw 
their blood with morning's light. But we rolled 
away, like wreaths of miſt, to Cormac's eccho- 
ing hall. Our ſwords roſe to defend the king. 
But Temora's halls were empty. Cormac had 
fallen in his youth. The king of Erin was no 

more |! OT 
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Sabxxss ſeized the Tons of Erin. They 
ſlowly, gloomily retired: like clouds that; long 
having threatened rain, vaniſh behind the hills. 
The ſons of Uſnoth moved; in their grief, to- 
wards Tura's ſounding bay. We paſſed” by 
Selima. Cairbar retired like Lano's miſt, when 
driven before the winds. ' It was then T beheld 
thee, O Dar-thula, like the light of Etha's ſun. 
Lovely is that beam!” I faid. The crowded 
figh of my boſom roſe. Thou cameſt in thy 
beauty, Dar-thula, to Etha's mournful chief. 
But the winds have deceived us, daughter of 
Colla, and the foe is near 10H tee 
« Yes! the foe is near,” ſaid the rünlng 
ſtrength of Althos T. heard their clanging 
arms on the coaſt. I ſaw the dark wreaths of 
Erin's flandard. Diſinct is the voice of Calt- 
bar 1. Loud as Cromla's falling team. He 
had feen the dark a on the fea! before the 


. : N 1 14 * 514891 

+ Althos had juſt 8 3 viewing. the coaſt of Lena, 
whither he had er fent by Nachos, the Aner- 6 of 55 
night. 215 139934 G 


1 Cairbar had . an army. to the coaſt of Viter, 
in order to oppoſe Fingal, who prepared for an expedition 
ineo Ireland to re-eſtabliſh the houſe of Cormae on the throtie, 
which Cairbar had uſurped. Between the whiz er Criedard 
army was the bay of Tura, into which the ſhip:of the fons g 
Uſnoth was driven: fo that there was no poſlibility of their 
eſcaping, | 


4 | duſky 
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duſky night came down. His people watch on 
Lena's plain. , They lift ten thouſand ſwords.” 
« And let them lift ten thouſand ſwords, " ſaid 
Nathos with a ſmile. The ſons of car-borne 
Uſnoth will never tremble in danger Why doſt 
thou roll with all thy foam, thou roaring ſea of 
Erin? Why do ye ruſtle, on your dark wings, 
ye whiſtling ſtorms of the ſky? Do ye think, 
ye ſtorms, that ye keep Nathos on the coaſt ? 
No: his ſoul detains him, children of the night! 
Althos | bring my father's arms: thou ſeeſt 
them beaming to the ſtars. Bring the ſpear 
of Semo +. It fea in the dark-boſomed 
ſhip !“ 

Hz brought the arms. Nathos co vered his 
limbs, in all their ſhining fteel. The ſtride of 
the chief is lovely. The joy of his eyes was 
terrible. He looks towards the coming of Cair- 
bar. The wind is ruſtling in his hair. Dar- 
thula is ſilent at his fide. Her look is fixed on 
the chief. She ſtrives to hide the riſing. ſigh. 
Two tears ſwell in her radiant eyes | 


+ Semo was grandfather to Nathos by the mother's fide; 
The ſpear mentioned here was given to Uſnoth on his mar- 
riage, it being the cuſtom then for the father ne 
* | 


© ALTHOS. hs 
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n Misr m ſaid the chief of” * tha, re J ſes 


2 cave in that rock. Place Dar-thtila there. Let 


thy arm, my brother, be ſtrong. Ardan !] we 
meet the foe ; call to battle gloomy Cairbar. O 


that he came in' his ſounding ſteel, to meet the 


fon of Uſnoth ! Dar-thula ! if thou ſhalt eſcape, 


look not on the fallen Nathos ! Lift thy fails, 
O Althos, towards the echoing gfvies' of "Op 
land.” 

c TELL the chief Y that his ſon fell with 
fame; that my ſword did not ſhun the Sght. 


Tell him I fell in the midſt of thouſands. "Let 


the joy of his grief be great. Daughter of 


Colla! call the maids to Etha's ecchoing hall! 
Let their ſongs ariſe for Nathos, when ſhadowy 
autumn returns. O that the voice of Coha, that 


Offian, might be heard in my praiſe! then 


would my ſpirit rejoice 1 in the midſt & the ruſhs 
ing winds,” And my voice mall pralle thee; 
Nathos, chief of the woody EthZ?! The voce of 
Offian thall riſe in thy praiſe, lon ##the generous 
Uſnoth ! Why Was 1 not on 1%; when” the 
battle roſe? Then would the ſword of Offian de- 
fend thee ; - or himſelf fall low! ue at" lf} 

Wx fat; that night, in Sehn round the 
a 9 of the ſhell. The wind vas abroad, it 
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the oaks. The ſpirit of the mountain * roared. 


The blaſt came ruſtling through the hall, and 
gently... touched, my harp. The ſound, was 
mournful, and low, like the, ſong of the tomb, 


_ Fingal heard it the firſt. The crouded fighs of 
his boſom roſe. Some of my heroes are low,” 


ſaid the grey-haired king of Morven. I hear 
che ſound of death on the harp. Oſſian, touch 
the trembling ſtring. Bid the ſorrow riſe; that 
their ſpirits may fly with joy, to Morven's 
woody hills!“ I touched the harp before the 
king, the ſound was mournful and low. «© Bend 
forward from your clouds,” I ſaid, i ghoſts. of 
my fathers! bend. Lay by the he terror of 
your courſe, Receive the falling chief; whe- 


ther he comes from a diftant land, or riſes from 
the rolling ſea. Let his robe of miſt be near; 


his ſpear that is formed of a cloud. Place an 
half - extinguiſhed meteor by his fide, in the form 
of the hero's word. And, oh! let his counte- 


nance be lovely, that his friends may delight in 


his preſence. Bend from your clouds, I ſaid, 
« ghoſts of my fathers! bend!“ 
SUCH was my ſong, in Selma, to the lightly- 
trembling harp. But Nathos was on Erin's 
. By the ſpirit of the mountain f is moat that deep and 
melancholy ſound which precedes a ſtorm; well known to 
thoſe who live in a high country. 


ſhore, 
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more, ſurrounded by the night. He heard the 
voice of the foe, amidſt the roar of tumbling 
waves. Silent he heard their voice, and refted 
on his ſpear! Morning roſe, with its beams. 
The ſons of Erin appear, like grey rocks, with 


all their trees, they ſpread along the coaft. Cair- 


bar ſtood, inthe midſt. He grimly ſmiled when 
he faw the foe. Nathos ruſhed forward, in his 
ſtrength: nor could Dar-thula ſtay behind. She 
came with the hero, lifting her ſhining ſpear. 
* And who are theſe, in their armour, in the 
pride of youth? Who but the fons of Uſnoth, 
Althos and dark-haired Ardan?” - 8 

* Comes,” ſaid Nathos, come! chief of 
high Temora! Let our battle be on the coaſt, 
for the white-boſomed maid: His people are 
not with Nathos; they are behind theſe rolling 
| ſeas, Why doft thou bring thy thouſands 
againſt the chief of Etha? Thou didft fly ® from 


him, in battle, when his friends were around his 


ſpear.” - * Youth-of the heart of pride, ſhall 
Erin's king fight with thee? Thy fathers were 
not among the renowned, nor of the Kings of 


men. Are the arms of foes in their halls? Or 


the ſhields of other times? Cairbar is renowned 
in Temora, nor does he fight with feeble men!“ 


ue alludes to the flight of Cairbar from Seläma. 
Ab . THE 
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Tux tear ſtarted from car-borne Nathos. He 
turned his eyes to his brothers. Their ſpears 
flew, at once. Three heroes lay on earth. Then 
the light of their ſwords gleamed on high. 
The ranks of Erin yield; as a ridge of dark 
clouds before a blaſt of wind! Then Cairbar 
ordered his people, and they drew a thouſand 
. bows. A thouſand arrows flew. The ſons of 
Uſnoth fell in blood. They fell like three 
young oaks, which ſtood alone on the hill : The 
traveller ſaw the lovely trees and wondered how 
they grew ſo lonely: the blaſt of the deſart 
came, by night, and laid their green heads low; 
next day he returned, but they were raseh 
and the heath was bare! 1 

DaRr-THULA ſtood in flent grief, and beheld 
their fall! No tear-is in her eye. But her look 
is wildly fad. Pale was her cheek. Her trem- 
bling lips broke ſhort an half-formed ' word. 
Her dark hair flew on wind. The gloomy Cair- 
bar came. Where is thy lover now? the car- 
borne chief of Etha? Haſt thou beheld the halls 
of Uſnoth ? Or the dark-brown hills of Fingal? 
My battle would have roared on Morven, had 
not the winds met Dar-thula. Fingal himſelf 
would have been low and ſorrow dwelling 
in Selma!” Her ſhield fell from Darthu- 
la's arm. Her . breaſt of ſnow appeared. It 


appeared; 
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appeared; but it was ſtained with blood. An 
arrow was fixed in her fide. She fell on the 
fallen Nathos, like a wreath of ſnow! Her hair 
ſpreads wide on his face. Their blood is mix ing 
round!“ 7 

„ DAUGHTER of Colla! thou art low !” faid 
Cairbar's hundred bards. ** Silence is at the blue 
ſtreams of Seläma. Truthil's * race have failed. 
When wilt thou riſe in thy beauty, firſt of Erin's 
maids? Thy ſleep is long in the tomb. The 
morning diftant far. The fun ſhall not come to 
thy bed and ſay, Awake Dar-thula ! awake, 
thou firſt of women! the wind of ſpring is 
abroad] The flowers ſhake their heads on the 
green hills. The woods wave their growing 
leaves. Retire, O ſun, the daughter of Colla 
is aſleep. She will not come forth in her beauty. 
She will not move, in n * of her loveli- 
noſe lO ien ; 

SUCH was th” Wen of the Birds; when they 
raiſed the tomb. I ſung over the grave, when 
the king of Morven came ; when he came to 
w_ Erin to * with car. borne Cairbar © 


; . * Trathil was ; th founder of Poe thols' $ nity 
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ARGUMENT. 


Cuthullin, after the arms of Fingal had expelled Swaran from 
Ireland, continued to manage the affairs of that kingdom 
as the guardian of Cormac, the young king. In the third 
year of Cuthullin's adminiftration, Torlath, the ſon of Can- 

téla, rebelled in Connaught; and advanced to Temora to 
_ dethrone Cormac. Cuthullin marched againſt him, came 
up with him at the lake of Lego, and totally defeated his 
forces. Torlath fell in battle by Cuthullin's hand; but as 

he too-eagerly preſſed on the enemy, he was mortally 
_ wounded. - The affairs of Cormac, though, for ſomerime, 
ſupported by Nathos, as mentioned in the preceding poem, 
fell into confuſion at the death of Cythullin, Cprmac him- 
- ſelf was flain by the rebel Cairbar; and the re-eſtabliſh- 

ment of the royal family of Ireland by Fingal, furniſhes the 

ö dea of ths we yoom of Temora. 


f 
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THE 
DEATH of CUTHULLIN: 
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Js the wind on the ſhield of Fingal? ? Oc is s the 
voice of paſt times in my hall? Sing on, ſweet 
voice, for thou art pleaſant. Thou carrieſt 
away my night with joy. Sing on, O Bragela, 
daughter of car-borne Sorglan! O , bf. 
I is the white, wave of the — — not 
Cuthullin' s fails, Often do the miſts deceive me, 
for the ſhip of my love! when they riſe round 
ſome ghoſt, and ſpread their grey ſkirts. on the 
wind. Why doſt thou delay thy coming, ſon 
of the generous Semo? Four times has autumn 
returned with its winds, and raiſed the ſeas of 
* ogorma T, *, ſince thou haſt been in the roar of 


4 Togorma, 1. e. the iſland of blue waves, one of the He- 
brides, was ſubje& to Connal, the ſon of Caithbat, Cuthul- 
lin's friend. He is ſometimes called the fon of Colgar, from 
ene of that name who was the founder of the family, Connal, 
2 few days before the news of Torlath's revolt, came to Te- 
mora, had ſailed to Togorma, his native iſle ; where he was 


detained by Ay 4 winds OY the war in which Denn 
was killed. 


battles, 
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battles, and Bragela diftant far! Hills of the ifle 
of miſt! when will ye anſwer to his hounds? But 
ye are dark in your clouds. Sad Bragela calls 
in vain! Night comes rolling down. © The face | 
of ocean fails. The heath-cock's head is be- 
neath his wing. The hind ſleeps, with the 
hart of the deſart. They ſhall riſe with morn- 
ing's light, and feed by the moſſy ſtream. But 
my tears return with the ſun. My ſighs come 
on with the night. When wilt thou come In thine 
arms, O chief of Erin's wars?” ? 

Pr EASA N is thy voice in Offian's ear, daugh- 
ter of 'car-borne Sorglan ! But retire to the hall 
of ſhells ; to the beam of the burning oak. At- 
tend to the murmur of the ſea : it rolls at Dun- 
ſcai's walls: let lep deſcend on thy | blue eyes. 
Let the hero ariſe in thy dreams! vs 

CUrTHULLIN ſits at Lego's lake, at the dark 
rolling of waters. Night is around the hero. 
His thouſands fpread on the heath. A hundred 
oaks burn, in the midſt. The feaſt of ſhells is 
ſmoaking wide. Carril ſtrikes the harp, beneath 
a tree. His grey locks glitter in the beam. The 
ruſtling blaſt of night 1 is near, and lifts his aged 
hair. His ſong is of the blue Togorma, and of 
its chief, Cuthullin's friend! “ Why art thou 
abſent, Connal, in the day of the gloomy ſtorm? 
The chiefs of the ſouth have convened, againſt 8 


the 


A 1ISAHTE Oe BYAEY +: 3hy 
the car-borne Cormac. The winds detain thy 
ſais. Thy blue waters roll around thee. But 
Cormac is not alone. The ſon of Semo fights 
his wars ! Semo's fon his battles fights! the ter- 
ror of the ſtranger ! He that is like the vapour 
af death, ſlowly borne by ſultry winds. The 
ſan reddens in its preſence : The 5 fall 
around.“ 

SUCH was the ſong of Carril, which a Fly of 
the foe appeared. He. threw down his pointleſs 
ſpear. He ſpoke the words of 'Forlath! Tor- 
lath, chief of heroes, from Lego's ſable ſurge ! 
He that led his thouſands to battle, againſt car- 
borne Cormac. Cormac who was diſtant far, in 
Temora's & ecchoing halls : he learned to bend 
the bow of his fäthers; and to lift the ſpear. 
Nor long didſt thou lift the ſpear, mildly-ſhining 
beam of youth! death ſtands dim behind thee, 
like the darkened half of the moon, behind its 
growing light ! Cuthullin roſe before the bard , 
that came from generous Torlath. He offered 


* The Sy palace of the Iriſh kings: ; reaches. accord- 
ing to ſome of the bars. 

- + The bards were the heralds of ak 2 and weit 
perſons were ſacred on account of their office. In later times 
they abuſed that privilege; and as their perſons were invio- © 
lable, they ſatyriſed and lampooned ſo freely thoſe who were 
not liked by their patrons, that they became a public nuiſance. 
| Screened under the character of heralds, they groſly abuſed the 
* r when he would not accept the terms they offered. 


him 


Ie. 


—— 


— 
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him the ſhell of joy. He honoured the ſon of 
ſongs. Sweet voice of Lego!“ he ſaid, 
% what are the words of Torlath ? Comes he to 


our feaſt or battle, the car-borne ſon of Can- 


tela * 2” | | 
H comes to thy battle,” replied 5 wy 

* to the founding ſtrife of ſpears. When morn- 
ing is grey on Lego, Torlath will fight on the 
plain. Wilt thou meet him, in thine arms, king 
of the ifle of miſt ? Terrible is the ſpear of Tor- 
lath ! it is a meteor of night. He lifts it, and 
the people fall] death fits in the lightning of his 
word!“ Do I fear,“ replied Cuthullin, -** the 
ſpear. of, car-borne Torlath ? He is brave as a 


thouſand heroes: but my ſoul delights in war! 


The ſword reſts not by the fide of Cuthullin, 
bard of the times of old! Morning ſhall meet 
me on the plain, and gleam on the blue arms of 
Semo's ſon. But ſit thou, on the heath, O bard !. 
and let us hear thy voice. Partake of the joyful 
ſhell ;, and hear the ſongs of Temora !” Eli 

Ts is no time, replied; the bard, to 


hear the ſong of joy: when the mighty are to 


meet in battle, like the ſtrength of the waves of 
Lego. ' Why 3 art” thou ſo dark, Slimora +1 with 


allo en woods? No . wembles on e 


a>! 181 40 32 14 1820 10 
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top. No moon- beam on thy ſide. But the me- 
teors of death are there: the grey watry forms 
of ghoſts. Why art thou dark, Slimora! with 
thy filent woods?” He retired, in the ſound of 
his ſong. Carril joined his voice. The muſio 
was like the memory of joys that are paſt, plea- 
fant and mournful to the ſoul. The ghoſts of 
departed 'bards heard on Slimora's ſide. Soft 
ſounds ſpread along the wood. The filent val- 
leys of night rejoice. So, when he ſits in the 
ſilence of the day, in the valley of his breeze, the 
humming of the mountain bee comes to Offian's: 
ear: the gale drowns" it in its courſe ; but the 
pleaſant ſound returns again] Slant looks the ſun 
on the field; gradual grows the ſhade of the hill! 
„ RAISE,“ ſaid Cuthullin, to his hundred! 
bards, © the ſong of the noble Fingal: that 
ſong which he hears at night; when the dreams 
of his reſt deſcend: when the bards firike' the 
diſtant harp, and the faint light gleams on Sel- 
ma's walls. Or let the grief of Lara riſe: the 
ſighs of the mother of Calmar “, when he was 


43. ; 7442 Þ& 0.54 10 Sud! 


* Calmar, the ſan. * Matha: His death is related at 8 1 
in the third book of F ingal. He was the only ſon of Matha; 3 
aud the family was extind in him. The ſeat 'of the family 

was on the banks of the river Lara, in the neighboufheeéd of h 
Lego, and probably near the place where Cuthullin lay ; which 
circumſtance ſuggeſted to him, the N of min 
over her ſon. An rs CN * 


ought, 
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fought, in vain, on his hills; when the beheld 
his bow in the hall. Carril, place the ſhield of 
Caithbat on that branch. Let the ſpear of Cu- 
thullin be near; that the ſound of my battle may 
riſe, with the grey beam of the eaſt.” The hero 
| leaned on his father's ſhield : the ſong. of Lara 
roſe ! The hundred bards were diftant far: Car- 
ril alone is near the chief. The words of the ſong 
were his: the ſound of his harp was mournful. 
* ALCLETHA * with the aged locks! mother 
of car-borne Calmar | why doſt thou look to- 
ward the deſart, to behold the return of thy 
ſon? Theſe are not his heroes, dark on the 
heath: nor is that the voice of Calmar. It is 
but the diftant grove, Alclétha! but the roar of 
the mountain wind!“ Who + bounds over 
Lara's ſtream, ſiſter of the noble Calmar? Does 
not Alcletha behold his ſpear ? But her eyes are 
dim! Is it not the ſon of Matha, Ganghter of 
my love? 

* 6 Tt is but an aged oak, Alcletha !” 1 
the lovely weeping Alona F. It is but an oak, 


* Ald-cla'tha, decaying beauty : probably a poetical name 
given the mother of Calmar, by the bard himſelf, 

+ Alcletha fpeaks. Calmar had promiſed to return, by a 
certain day, and his mother and his fiſter Alona are repre- 
ſented as looking, with impatience, towards that quarter 
where they expected Calmar ſhould make his firſt area 
ance. 


t Aldine, exqui/itely beautiful, | 
Alcletha, 


7217 £50 e dr ab. 
Alcletha, bent over Lara's ſtream. But who 
comes along the plain? ſorrow is in his ſpeed. 
He lifts high the ſpear of Calmar. Aleletha, it is 
covered with blood!“ Fut it is covered with 
the blood of foes *, ſiſter of car-borne Calmar 
His ſpear never returned unſtained with blood: 
nor his bow from the ftrife of the mighty. The 
battle is conſumed in his preſence : he is a flame 
of death, Alona! Youth-+ of the mournful 
ſpeed! where is the ſon of Alcletha ? Does he 
return with his fame, in the midſt of his eccho- 
ing ſhields? Thou art dark and filent! Calmar 
is then no more. Tell me not, warrior, how he 
fell. I muſt not hear of his wound!“ Why doſt 
thou look towards: the deſart, mother of hi 
Calmar? 

SUCH was the PR of Carril, hem Cuthullin 
lay on his ſhield: The bards reficd on their 
harps. Sleep fell ſoftly around. The ſon of 
Semo was awake alone. His ſoul was fixed on 
war. The burning oaks began to decay. Faint 
red light is ſpread around. A feeble voice is 
heard! The ghoſt of Calmar came! He ſtalked 
dimly along the beam. Dark is he wound in 


* Alcletha ſpeaks. | 
"+ She addreſſes herſelf to Larnir, Calmar's friend, who bad 5 
2 with the news of his death. | 
his 
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his fide. His hair is difordefed and looſe. Joy | 


ſits pale on his face. He ſeems to invite Cuthul- 


lin to his cave. 
* Sow of the cloudy night!“ ſaid the tog 


chief of Erin. Why doſt thou bend thy 


dark eyes on me, ghoſt of the noble Calmar? 
Wouldeſt thou frighten me, O Matha's ſon | 


from the battles of Cormac ? Thy hand was not 


feeble in war: neither was thy voice for peace. 
How art thou changed, chief of Lara! if thou 


now doſt advife to fly! But, Calmar, I never 


fled. I never feared the ghoſts of night. Small 
is their knowlege, weak their hands; their 
dwelling is im the wind. But my ſoul grows 


in danger, and rejoices in the noiſe of ſteel. 


Retire thou to thy cave, T hou art not Calmar's 


ghoſt. He delighted in battle. His arm was 


like the thunder of heaven!” He retired in his 
blaſt with joy, for — had l * voice or his 
praiſe.” ; =. a2 p 

*Tax faint beam of the OR roſe. The 
ſound of Caithbat's buckler ſpread. Green Erin's 
warriors convened,” like the roar of many 
ſtreams. The horn of war is heard over Lego. 
The mighty Torlath came? Why doſt thau 
come with thy thouſands, Cuthullin,” faid the 


chief of Lego. I know the ſtrength of thy arm. 
5 Thy 


RA TP O EMO 3g 


by wul is an unextinguithed. fire. Why fight 
ye not on the plain, and let pur. hoſts behold 
pur deeds? Let them behold us like oas 


waves, that t tumble round a rock: the mariners : 


haſten away, and look on their AKrife with 
fear. 

re Taov riſeſt, like the fun, on rt 2 
replied the ſon of Semo. Thine arm i; 


mighty, O Torkth! and worthy of my wrath, 


Retire, ye men of Ullin, to Slimora's ſhady fide, 
Behold the chief of Erin, in the day of his fame, 
Carril! tell to mighty Connal, if Cuthullin maſt 
fall, tell him I accuſed the winds, which roar on 


Togorma's wayes. Never was he abſent in battle» 


; when the firife of my fame aroſe. Let his fword 
be before Cormac, like the beam of heaven. 
Let his counſel ſound in Temora, in the 4 
of danger! 

Hz ruſhed, in the found of his arms, „e ds 
terrible ſpirit of Loda *, when he comes; in 

| the roar of a thouſand ſtorms, and ſratters battles 
from his eyes. He fits on a cloud over Lochlin's 
ſcas. His mighty hand is on bis ſword· Winds 


I; TOR: W B 
„ Loda, in the third book of Fingal, is mentioned 28 a 
place of worſhip in Scandinavia: by the uri of Lode, the pobt 


probably means Odin, yp 7::9< gates 
M ä 


U 


— 
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lift his flaming locks ! The waining mooti half- 
lights his dreadful face. His features blended in 
Aarkneſs ariſe to view. So terrible was Cuthullin | 
in the day of his fame. Torlath fell by his hand. 
Lego s heroes mourned. They gather around 
the chief, like the clouds of the deſart. A thou- 
fand ſwords roſe at once; 3A thouſand arrows 
fle w; but he ſtood like a rock i in the midſt of 4 
roaring ſea. They fell around. He ſtrode in 
blood. Dark Slimora ecchoed wide. The ſons 
of Ullin came. The battle ſpread over Lego. 
The chief of Erin overcame; He returned 
över the field with his fame: But pale he 
returned! The joy of his face was dark. He 
rolled his eyes in ſilence. The ſword hung, 
| unſheathed, in his hand. His ney bent at ne) 


05 alt 21 
1. 5 


Hep 1227 aint te Ubud? Ihe, 

86 . ſaid the chief i. in \ ſecret, 2 the 
ſtrength of Cuthullin fails. My days are with 
the years that are paſt. No morning of mine | 
ſhall-ariſe.” "They ſhall ſeek me at Temora, but 
I ſhall not be found. Cormac will weep in his 
hall; and ay, Where Is Erins chief?” But my 
name is renowned |. my. fame. in the ſong of 
bards. The youth, will ſay in ſecret, O let me 
die as. Cuthullin died. Renown cloathed him 
like a robe. The übe of his fame is great. | 
8 822 Draw 


ity 
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Draw the arrow from my ide. Lay Cuthullin 
beneath that oak. Place the ſhield of Caithbat 
near, that they may behold me amidſt the arms 


i 


of my fathers 

« AND is the ſon of Semo fallen * ald Car- 
ril with a ſigh. « Mournful are Tura's walls. 
Sorrow dwells at Dunſcii, Thy ſpouſe is left 
alone in her youth. The ſon + of thy love is 
alone! He ſhall come to Bragela, and aſk her 
why ſhe weeps. He ſhall lift his eyes to the 
wall, and fee his father s ſword. Whoſe ſword 
is that! ” he will fay. The ſoul of his mother i is 
ſad. Who is that, like the hart of the deſart, in 
the murmur of his courſe? His eyes look wildly 
round in ſearch of his friend. Connal, ſon of 
Colgar, where haſt thou been, when the mighty 
fell ? Did the ſeas of Cogorma roll around thee ? 
Was the wind of the ſouth in thy fails? The 
mighty! habe fallen in battle, and thou waſt not 
there, | Let none tell it in Selma, nor in Mor- 
ven s woody land. Fingal will be fad, and the 
ſons of the deſart mourn * 


1 Conloch, who was afterwards very famous for his great 
exploits in Ireland. He was ſo remarkable for his dexterity in 
handling the javelin, that when a good markſman is deſcribed, 
it has paſſed into a proverb, in TEIN TEES, He is n. 
EO ROE EN 
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By the dark rolling waves of Lego, they raiſed 
che hero's tomb. Luath ® , at a diſtance, lies. 
T he ſong of bards roſe over the dead. mw 
BL xs T f be thy ſoul, ſon of Semo. Thou 

wert mighty in battle. Thy ſtrength was like 
the firength of a ſtream: thy ſpeed like the 
cagle's wing. Thy path in battle was terrible : 
the ſteps of death were behind thy, ſword. Bleſt 
be thy ſoul, ſon of Semo, car - borne chief of 
Dunſcii. Thou haſt not fallen by the ſword of 
the mighty, neither was thy blood on the ſpear 
of the brave, The arrow came, like the ſting 
of death in a blaſt : nor did the feeble hand, 
which drew the bow, perceive it. Peace to thy 
ſoul, in thy cave, chief of the iſle of miſt !”” 

* THE mighty are diſperſed at Temora: there 
is none in Cormac's hall. The king mourns in 
bis youth. He does not behold thy return. The 
ſound of thy thield is ceaſed: his foes are ga- 
thering round. Soft be thy reſt in thy cave, 


- -© It was of old, the cuſtom to bury the favourite dog near 
the maſter. This was not peculiar to the ancient Scots, for we 
find it practiſed by many.other nations in their ages of he- 
roiſm. There is a tone ſhewn {till at Dunſcai in the iſle of 
Sky, to which Cuthyllin commonly bound his dog Luath. The 
Kone goes by his name to this day, 

+ 'This is the ſong of the bards over Cuthullin's tomb. ho 
ſtanza cloſes with ſome remarkable title of the hero, which 
was always the cuſtom in funeral elegies, 


2 2 8 chief 
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chief of Erin's wars! Bragela will not hope ſor 
thy return, or ſee thy fails in ocean's foam. Her 
ſteps are not on the ſhore : nor her ear open to 
the voice of thy rowers, She fits in the hall of 
ſhells. She ſees the arnis of him that is no more. 
Thine eyes are full of tears, daughter of car- 
borne Sorglan ! Bleſt be thy ſoul in death, O 
chief of ſhady Tura!“ 
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ARGUMENT, 


Fingal, on his return from Ireland, after he had expelled 


Swaran from that kingdom, made a feaſt to all his heroes : 

he forgot to invite Ma-ronnan and Aldo, two chiefs, 
who had not bees along with him in his expedition. 
They reſented his-negle@; and went over to Erragon king 
of Sora, a country of Scandinavia, the declared enemy of 
"Fingal. The valour of Aldo ſoon gained him a great repu- 
tation in Sora: and Lorma the beautiful wife of Erragon 
fell in love with him. He found means to eſcape with her, 
and to come to Fingal, who reſided then in Selma on the 
.- weſtern coaſt, Erragon invaded Scotland, and was ſlain in 
battle by Gaul the ſon of Morni, after he had rejected terms 
of peace offered him by Fingal. In this war Aldo fell, in 
© a fingle combat, by the hands of his rival Erragon; 5 and 


= unfortunate. Lorma afterwards died of _ 
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ON of the diſtant land, who dwelleſt in the 
ſecret cell! do I hear the ſound of thy 
nene or is it thy voice of ſongs? The torrent 
was loud in my ear; but I heard a tuneful 
voice. Doft thou praife the chieſs of thy land : 
or the ſpirits * of the wind? But, lonely dwcller 
of rocks | look thou on that heathy plain. Thou 

| ſeeſt green tombs, with their rank, whiflling 
graſs: With their ſtones of moſſy heads. Thou 
ſeeſt them, ſon. of the . but Offian's eyes 
have failed. 
— M comes roaring down 

and ſends its waters round. a green hill. Four 
moſſy flones, in the midſt of withered graſs, rear 
their heads on the top. Two trees, which the 
_ ſtorms have bent, ſpread their whiſtling branches 


* Allading to mme religious bymne of the Culds es. 
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around, This is thy dwelling, Erragon + ; this 
thy narrow houſe: the ſound of thy ſhells have | 
been long forgot in Sora. Thy ſhield is become 
dark in thy hall. Erragon, king of ſhips ! 
chief of diſtant Sora |. how haſt thou fallen on 
our mountains? How is the mighty low? Son 
of the ſecret cell! doſt thou delight in ſongs ? 
Hear the battle of Lora. The ſound of its ſteel 
is long ſince paſt. So thunder on the darkened 
hill roars and is no more. The ſun returns with 
his filent beams. The glittering rocks, and 
green heads of the mountains ſmile! _ | 
Tux bay of Cona received our ſhips * from 
Erin's rolling waves. Our white ſheets hung 
looſe to the maſts. The boiſterous winds roared 
behind the groves of Morven. The horn of the 
king is ſounded; the deer art from their rocks. 


Our arrows flew in the woods. The feaſt of the 


hill is ſpread. Our joy was great on our rocks, 
for the fall of the terrible Swaran. Two heroes f 
were forgot at our feaſt. The rage of their 
boſoms burned. They rolled their red eyes in 
ſecret. The nich burſts from their breaſts. 
Fhey were ſeen to talk together, and to throw © 
their ſpears on earth. They Were two dark 
clouds, in the midſt of 'our Joys. like Pillars of © 


> of 1 * 


#'Erragon, or i rg-thionn, ſignifies the # page of the "ES, BY 
probably a poeticat 5 given him by Ofhan himſelf; for he 
goes by the name of Annir in tradition. 


* This was at Fingal's return from his war againſt Swaran. 
18 miſt 
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miſt on a the ſettled fea, They gliter to the fun, 
but the mariners fear a ſtorm. _ | 
6c RaisE my. white fails,” faid Na enen, N 


* raiſe them to the winds of the weſt, © Let us 


ruſh, O Aldo, through. the foam of the northern, 
wave. We are forgot at the feaſt: but our arms ; 
have been red in blood. Let us leave the hills 

of Fingal, and ſerve the king of Sora. His | 


"WY 


countenance is fierce. War darkens around his 
ſpear. Let us he renowned, 0 Aldo, in the i 


battles of other lands !” af 
THEN took their gs their ſhields of 
thongs. They ruſhed to Lumar's reſounding : 
bay. T hey came to Sora's haughty king, the 
chief of bounding ficeds. Erragon had returned 
from the chace. His ſpear was red in blood. 
He bent his dark f face to the ground: 200, 
whiſtled as he went. He took the rangers to, 


ale 


his feafts ; they, fought and conquered i in þ bis 


wars. | 50 4.7 | J DON 3% It; A A Lov 
Al po returned with his fame. towards Sora 8 


% 3 7 


lofty walls, From her tower looked the ſpouſe | 


Tod 


of Erragon, the humid, rolling, eyes, of Lor- 2 


2212. : 


ma. Her yellow hair flies on the wind o 
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ocean. Her white breaft heaves, like ſnow on... 


heath; when the gentle, winds 5 and lowly... ; 

move it in the light. She faw y young 4 Aldo, _— 
1 * E017 an 

me beam of Sora! ds fon, Her Holt heart... 

Nut TINA 10 msd ſighed. 
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fighed. Tears filled her eyes, Her white arm 
ſupported her head. Three days ſhe fat within 
the hall, and covered her grief with joy. On 
the fourth ſhe fled with the hero, along the 
troubled ſea. They came to Cona's moſſy towers, 
to Fingal king of ſpears. | 

Apo of 1 heart of pride !” ſaid Fingal 


rifing in wrath': * ſhall I defend thee from the 


rage of Sora's injured' king? who will now 
receive my people into their halls? Who will 
give the feaſt of firangers, fince Aldo, of the 
little ſoul, has diſhonoured my name in Sora? 
Go to thy hills, thou feeble hand. Go: hide 
thee in thy caves. Mournful is che battle we 


muſt fight, with Sora's gloomy king, Spirit of 


the noble Trenmor ! When will Fingal ceaſe to 
cht? I vas born in "the midſt of battles“, and 
my ſteps muſt move in blood to che tomb. But 
my hand did not injure the weak, my fleel did 
not touch the ferble in arms. I behold thy tem- 
peſts, O Morven, which will overturn my hals; 
when my children are dead in battle, and none 


remains to dwell in Selma, Then vill che _ | 


come,” but they Will not Know my tomb. my ; 
Birdie 1 


19003} is DON rns 


r Combal.the S. nd ee e an wut, * 
the tribe of Morni, the very day that Pingal was born; fo. 
that he may, with roprietx, be ſaid to ne been bers in the 
o 
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Tenown 


renown is gods in wi 7 My * ta . 
dream to future times 
HIIIs people gathered named Erragon, as the | 
ftorms round the ghoſt of night; when he calls 
them, from the top of Morven, and preparcs to 
pour them on the land of the ſtranger. He 
came to the ſhore of Cona. He ſent his bard to 
the king; to demand the combat of thouſands; 
or the land of many hills! Fingal fat in his hall 
with the friends of his youth around him. The 
young heroes were at the chace, far, diſtant. in 
the. deſart, . The. grey-haired. chiefs talked., of 
other times; of the ie of their youth; 
hen the aged Nartmor,* Mp %6, chief of 
freamy Lora. GM e, 4 ter tum 
„Inis is no time,” ſaid, Alan, hear 
the ſongs of other years.3 Exragon frowns on 
19 8 and lifts, ten thouſand, dwords,, G 

he king among his chiefs. he is like the 
—_ moon, amidſt the, meteors. of nights | 
when they all, along her ere ive aß 

light that. has failed o'er. ber rh. Come.“ 
aid, Fingal. * from thy, Mall, came * 

ter of my, toye ;, come. from d hall, Bof 


mina +, maid of fircamy Morten! Nartmor, 
r the «Reeds of che ++ Atten@ the 
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daughter of Fingal ! Let her bid the king of 
Sora to our feaſt, to Selma's ſhaded wall. Offer 
him, O Boſmina, the peace of heroes, and the 
wealth of generous Aldo. Our youths' are far 
diſtant. Age is on our trembling bands!“ 
Su x came to the hoſt of Erragon, like a beam 
of light to a cloud. In her right hand was ſeen 
2 ſparkling ſnell. In her left an arrow of gold. 
The firſt; the joyful mark of peace! The latter, 
the ſign of war. Erragon brightened in her 


| preſence as a rock, before the ſudden beams of 
the ſun; when they ifſue- from a broken cloud, 


divided by the roaring wind! nn 


& Sox of the diſtant Sora, n began the mildly 


bluſhing maid; */Come to the feaſt of Motven's 
king,” to Selma's thalled walls: Take the peace 
of heroes, O warrior"! Let tie durk ſword reſt 
by thy fide!" Chuſeſt thot the wealth of kings? ? 
Then hear the words of generbus Aldo. He 
gives to ae hundred ſteeds, the children 
of the rein: an hundred mgids* from diſtafft 
lands; an hundred hawks with flättering Wing. 
mat Ny acroſs che feu. An hundred girdles- 


* 35 Ar 3 r 
tba 2 till —_ lately, eel ept in man ny 


manila the 5090 ok, SebRLnd } hey 0e bound about. 
women in: labour, and were ſuppoſed to alleviate their pains, 
and to accelerate the birth. They were impreſſed with ſeveral 
myſtical figures, and the ceremony of binding chem about the 
woman's waiſt, was accompanied with words and geſtures which 
ſhewed the cuſtom to have come originally from the druĩds. 


ſhall 


hall alſo be thine, to bind high-boſorned maids. 
The friends of the births of heroes. The 
cure of the ſons of toil. Ten ſhells ſtudded with 
gems ſhall ſhine in Sora's towers: the bright 
water trembles on their ftars, and ſeems to be 
ſparkling wine. They gladdened once the kings 
of the world “, in the midft of their ecchoing 
halls. Theſe, O hero, ſhall be thine; or thy 
white-boſomed ſpouſe. - Lorma ſhall roll her 
bright eyes in thy halls; though Fingal Loves 
the generous Aldo: Fingal ! who never injured 
a hero, though his arm is ſtrong ? 'f 
' '« Sort voice of Cona !” replied the” king, 
<< tell. him, he ſpreads his feaſt in vain. Let 
Fi ingal pour his ſpoils around me. Let him 
bend beneath my power. Let him give me'the 
ſwords of his fathers : the ſhields, of other times; 
that my children may behold them in my halls 
and ſay, Theſe are the arms! of Fingal“ 
« Never ſhall they behold them in thy halls I 
faid- the riſing pride of the maid., * They 
are in the hands of heroes, who never yield 
ed in war. King of eochoing Sora the ſtorm 
is gathering on our - hills. Doſt chou not 
foreſee the fall of thy people, on of the diflant 
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SHE came to Selma's filent halls. ; The king 
beheld her down-caſt eyes. He roſe from his 
place, in his firength. He ſhook his aged 
locks. He took the ſounding mail of Trenmor. 
The dark-brown ſhield of his fathers. Darkneſs 
filled Selma's hall, when he ſtretched his hand to 
his ſpear : the ghoſts of thouſands were near, and 
foreſaw the death of the people. Terrible joy 
_ role in the face of the aged heroes. They ruſhed 
to meet the foe. Their thoughts are on the 
deeds of other years: and. on the fame that 
riſes from death! 

Now at Trathal's ancient tomb. the 3 of 
the chace appeared. F ingal knew that his young 
herocs followed. He ſtopt in the midſt of his 
courſe. Oſcar appeared the firſt; then Morni's 
ſon, and Nemi's race. Fercuth“ ſhewed his 
gloomy form. Dermid ſpread his dark hair on 
wind. Oſſian came the laſt. I hummed the 
ſong of other times. My ſpear ſupported my 
Keps over the little ſtreams. My thoughts were 
of mighty men. Fingal aruck his boſſy ſhield, 
and gave the diſmal fign of war. A thouſand 

fvords at once unſheathed, gleam on the waying 
Death. Three grey-haired ſons of ſong, raiſe the: 
tuneful, mournful voice. Deep and dark with: 


* Fear-cuth, the fame with Forges, theman.of there, o 
© commander of an army, 
| ſounding 
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3 * we ruſh, a gloomy ridge, along: 
like the ſhower of a ftorm, when it pours on a 
narrow vale. + i 

TEE king of Morven at on his Hill, The 
fun · beam of battle flew. on the wind. The 
friends of his youth are near, with all their 
waving locks of age. Joy raſe in the hero 8 
eyes when he beheld his ſons in war: when he 
ſaw us amidſt the lightning of ſwords, mindful 
of the deeds of our fathers. Erragon came on, 
inihis ſtrength, like the roar of a winter ſtream. 
The battle falls around his ſteps: een, 5 
ii along by bis fide. _ 

„ Wuo comes,” ſaid Fingal, like the "IN 
| i0g roe, like. the hart of ecchoing Cona?. His 
ſhield glitters on his ſide. The clang of his ar- 
mour is mournful. He meets with Erragon ĩ in 
the ſtrife! Behold the battle of the chiefs! It is 
like the contending. of ghoſts in Aa gloomy ſtorm. 
But falleſt thou, ſon of the hill, and is thy. 7 
boſom ſtained. with blogd ? Weep, unhappy 
Lorma, Aldo is no more!“ The king took the 
ſpear of his ſtrength. He waz fad for the fall of 
Aldo.; He bent his deathful eyes on the ſoe 
but Gaul met the King of Sora. 0 ho can relate 
the fight of the chiefs? A . —_ 
fell! neee + 44 
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* Sox's of Cona !“ Fingal eried aloud, . ſtop 
the hand of death. Mighty was he that is low. 
Much is he mourned in Sora! The ſtranger 
Will come towards his hall, and wonder why it 
16 ſo filent The king is fallen, O ſtranger. 
The joy of his houſe is ceaſed. Liſten to the 
found of his woods. Perhaps his ghoſt is mur- 
muring there! But he is far diſtant, on Morven, 
beneath the ſword of a foreign foe.” Such were 
the words of Fingal, when the bard raiſed the 
ſong of peace. We topped our uplifted ſwords. 
We ſpared the feeble foe.” We laid Erragon in 
à tomb. I raiſed the voice of grief. The clouds 
oͤf night came rolling down. The ghoſt of 
Erragon appeared to ſome. His face was cloudy. 
and dark; an half- formed ſigh is in his breaſt. 
4 Rleſt he thy foul, EY of Sora thine arm 
was terrible in Waär“?:ꝛ 
Lok Ma fat, in Alds's hall She far at 605 
lght of a flaimng oak. The night came down, 
dut he did not return. The ſoul of Lorma is 
fad! „ Whatidetains thee, hunter of Cona? 
Thou didſt promiſe to return. Hag the deeb 
mee; on the heath? I am in thw land of firan- 
gers, Where is my friend, but Aldo ? Come from 
thy N hills, oC: beſt beloved! ! 
* HA 
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Hen eyes are turned toward the gate. She 
liſtens to the ruſtling blaſt. She thinks it is Aldo's/ 
tread. Joy riſes in her face! But ſorrow returns 
again, like a thin cloud on the moon. Wilt 
thou not return, my love? Let me behold 
the face of the hill. The moon is in the eaſt. 
Calm and bright is the breaſt of the lake ! When 
ſhall Ibehold his dogs, returning from the chace? 
When ſhall I hear his voice, loud and diſtant on 
the wind? Come from thy ſounding hills, hunter 
of woody Cona ! His thin ghoſt appeared, on 
a rock, like à watry beam of feeble light: When 
the moon ruſhes ſudden from between two 
clouds, and the midnight ſhower is on the field l 
She followed the empty form over the heath. 
She knew that her hero fell. I heard her ap- 
proaching cries on the wind, like the mournful 
voice of the breeze, whe it . * the grals af 
the cave} 2:12 ft” . £3 ; 

Suk came. She 01 1 * TY voice 
ab 0 more. Silent ſhe rolled her eyes. 
She was pale, and wildly fad! Few were her 
days on Con She ſunk into the tomb. Fin- 
gal commanded his bards 3 they ſung: over the; 

death of Lorma ! The daughters of Morven 
mourned her, fot one day in ee when the 
dark widdoof auguma returned! rot 10 
2271 So- 
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E of de dib, und- l. Thon delle in 


ie gend eine . Ot thy ſong ariſe, at times, 
s preiſe of thoſe, who fell. Let their thin ghoſts 
. rejoice: around thee sand, the ſoul. of Lorma 


odtne on a ſeeble beam i: when thou lieſt down 


i - toineſt, and the moon loaks into thy gaye. Then 


ſhalt thou ſce ee hut | the tear as Kill 
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11 in bt el l feilt G. 
The poet addreſſes himſelf to the Culdee. 25 

＋ de thou on x mooh-beam, 0 Morna, Bear the window 

5 eee wu of peace; and the din of 
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